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CHAPTER I. 

Mr. Townsbnd came to Roselands for the 
christeniDg of his great niece in September. 

It was quite a gay affair. 

The neighbours wev6 invited, besides 
visitors staying in the house, amongst whom 
Lady Augusta Fortescue, who had married 
in the spring* 
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Lady Isabella had been condescendingly 
allowed, by Lady Mulcaster, to join the party, 
with the hope, perhaps, of her catcUry Su- 
Herbert Loftus, who she foond was to be 
one of the guests. 

She was not afraid now of Mulcaster, for 
she began to feel pretty certain that he was 
getting over his foolish fancy for that little 
Blanche, little guessing that " little Blanche" 
had given her noble son so decided a congi 
at Brussels. 

Lord Mulcaster had not taken the trouble 
of informing his mother much about that 
meeting abroad with the D'Orvilles. — She 
heard, too, something of an affair between 
Blanche and the cousin in India — though 
with the natural wish, we fear, of every 
worldly, envious mother of sons and daughters 
to see a pretty and much-admired girl safely 
and indifferently disposed of, consequently 
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she thought that Blanche might much better 
have married him, and been shipped off to 
India. 

" Only a cousin certainly,— no connection, 
no independent fortune; but really Blanche 
D*Orville had no right to look higher,*' her 
ladyship opined ; but the fact was, the bro- 
ther having had the good luck to marry an 
heiress had exalted the ideas of the whole 
party very considerably, however; and a 
scornful toss of the head was enacted — *' I 
hope they do not go quite so far as expect 
to entrap my son for that insignificant girl." 

But Lord Mulcaster this time was not even 
invited. 

Henry was in a wiser frame of mind at 
present, and was easily persuaded by Nita 
not to do anything which might be construed 
by the Mulcaster party as a design upon the 
Earl, particularly as Blanche was so little 

B 2 
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disposed to advance her own interests in the 
matter. 

Indeed, he had become too conjagally and 
now paternally absorbed to care or trouble 
himself much about any other interest. 
Blanche herself troubled every one so little, 
was so useful and contented, got on so well 
with Nita, was so fond of the baby, that he 
was not at aU anxious for her to be married. 

Some years hence would be , quite time 
enough, she was so very young. Henry 
never even remarked that she was less joyous, 
or had grown thinner and less blooming, till 
this party came, and Robert Fortescue asked 
what ailed Blanche — ^what made her look so 
pale and grave? 

Lady Augusta, also, with whom she had 
always been a great favourite, was quite un- 
easy about her. Then Henry declared he 
had never remarked any such change; but 
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Nita looked grave and somewhat embarrassed, 
and Miss Rachel shook her head, and then 
Henry turned off the subject, which would 
certainly have been an awkward one to ex- 
patiate upon before Lady Augusta, a fellow- 
sufferer in la belle passion for the exiled 
Harry. 

But as for Lady Isabella, she soon made it 
all out, and talked of it to every one. 

" I never saw anything like Blanche, always 
running away to nurse that senseless brat ; as ^ 
for getting any fun out of her, that is impos- 
sible — she is always half-way to India. She 
certainly leaves all the flirting to me, that's 
one advantage, for as to having a word to say 
to any other man, the exertion seems beyond 
her power. What a goose she is ! her garden 
and birds, cottages, and dirty school-children, 
seem all that she cares for. Well, there's no 
accounting for tastes." 
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■ 

"Does she ever mention Captain D'Or- 
ville's name ?" Lady Augusta inquired. 

"Never. Oh, as for getting her to talk 
about her lover, there would be some sense in 
that ; but no, there is no extracting a word. 
After all, Captain D'Orville is well enough,— 
veiy handsome, and all that ; but what a bad 
match it would be, and what a tame affair — ^a 
cousin !" 

Tali to Isabella about her lover I that 

M indeed would have been sacrilege, from 

which Blanche shrank with horror, and too 

gladly, when thus assailed, took refuge with 

the baby in the nursery. 



The christening went off admirably ; it was 
really a beautiful and most interesting pic- 
ture. The eager young father ; the brilliant 
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mother, all calm happiness. The fair young 
aunt, who ?rith Miss Rachel acted the part 

of godmother, and held the white-robed infant 
at the font, drooping lily-like over her snowy 
burden. 

And as the young girl bent her fond looks 
down upon the lovely infant, her countenance 
seemed to express those hoty words of Keble— - 

^ '^Sweet one, make haste, and know Him too, 
Hune own adopting Father love. 
That like thine earliest dew 
, Thy dying sweets may prove." 

But when Robert Fortescue followed as the 
third sponsor, some few felt that another 
should have been there in his place. 

Indeed, 7(»rtescue had, when asked to fulfil 
this duty, after expressing his willingness to 
avail himsdf ot the compliment, suggested 
that perhaps he had only better stand proxy 
for Harry, and perform his duty as Godpapa to 
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the young lady, only till such time as he might 
be called upon to resign his oflSce into the 
hands of the other cousin. 

But Henry would not agree to this amend- 
ment; and when Mr. Townsend openly ex- 
pressed his surprise that D'Orville had not 
been at once selected as Godfather, the young 
father received the interference rather impa- 
tiently, saying— 

"There cannot be a more proper person for 
the of&ce than Robert, and I should not have 
had time to ask his leave ; who knows whether 
he would have chosen to accept the charge P — 
However/' he added, pompously, *'he shall 
be Godfather to my son and heir." 

Rosamond was the first name given to the 
little, daughter, after her mother's favourite 
flower, in whose season she was bom, a choice 
which accorded with the fanciful taste of the 
father. Those of the two aunts were added, 
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80 that Rosamond Blanche Rachel — if names 
are prophetic, — could scarcely escape com- 
bining in her future person an assemblage of 
something most exceeding bright and fair. 
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CHAPTER II. 



Aftbr the christening /e^e was over, Mr. 
Townsend took his niece's husband into the 
library.. 

"I am obUged to go away to-morrow 
morning," he said, « and I want to talk over 
some business with you before I take myself 
off." 

The business was this — 

The partner who had for many years shared 
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the important mercantile firm to which he 
belonged, was now, through age and infirmity^ 
desirous of retiring entirely from business; 
another must necessarily be found to supply 
his place ; and a plan had occurred to him of 
which he only required Henry's opinion and 
approval, to take immediate steps to put in 
execution. 

"The fact is," continued Mr. Townsend, 
" that I think it is a pity that such a man as 
Harry D'Orville, a young man of such ability 
and conduct, should be doomed to banish- 
ment from his friends and country, exhaust, 
ing his health and energy in a tropical 
climate, when so much usefulness and hap- 
piness is open to him at home. Your 
little sister, too,'' he added, '' it is quite 
a cruelty to have separated them; and to 
see the sweet little thing pining away so 
patiently." 
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Henry winced at these words, and looked 
anything but well pleased. 

" Yes," Mr. Townsend persisted, " I hear 
from my sister, that she takes it far more to 
heart than any one had an idea of; for my 
part, I cannot see why she should not have 
been allowed to marry him at once/' 

" I objected principally on the score of his 
being her first cousin," Henry replied hastily. 

"Pshaw! nonsense — ^if there is madness, 
or any other hereditary taint, that may be all 
very well ; but the D'Orvilles are, I hope, free 
from every thing of that sort," Mr. Townsend 
broke forth. " My dear fellow, you are sin- 
gularly prudent for others, when your own im- 
mediate feelings are not concerned. But sup- 
posing you had had a pretty cousin you wanted 
to marry yourself, what would have become of 
your scruples then, I wonder ?" 

Henry was silenced. 
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"But to return to our starting point," 
Mr. Townsend went on to say, " about this 
partnership. I do not know a man on earth 
I should sooner have as a junior with me, in 
any department or business of life, than Harry 
D'Orville, or one who would reflect more 
honour and credit on any cause in which he 
was engaged. Now, why not write and pro- 
pose that he should come back to England 
and throw up his appointment. He would 
find it worth his while on eveiy account, I 
can answer for it." 

" I doubt much if my cousin would consent 
to it," Henry answered hurriedly, as Mr. 
Townsend paused for his reply. 

He had turned first red and then very pale. 
" Nor do I think," he added, « that line of 
business would much suit Harry." 

" Why not ?" said Mr. Townsend, sharply ; 
" he has both head and heart for anything — 
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the cleverest head, indeed, in all matters, (and 
I watched him narrowly, for I have had this 
scheme for some time in my mind,) than al- 
most any man I have ever come across ; and 
as for his consenting to this advantageous 
proposal, a wise man lives to learn; he has 
had experience, that will teach him, I fancy, 
that dame Fortune wont be fought shy with, 
and that if she is not courteously received 
when she knocks at the door, she very soon 
walks out of the window. No — ^matters are 
changed since he chose to think twice about 
manying the heiress. He's not the man, I 
am sure, when he knows there is a sweet little 
girl dying for his sake, to stick to his foolish 
pride and unsatisfactory profession. He'll 
come back fast enough, I'll warrant for it; 
and surely, my good sir, you don't mefm to 
say that you would stand in the way of your 
cousin's well doing, or your sister's happiness, 
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by throwing cold water on such an advan- 
tageous arrangement ?" 

Henry looked down upon the table ; the 
feelings which agitated his breast checking his 
ability to reply, as he knew was expected of 
him. 

" You don't mean to let me suppose," con- 
tinued Mr. Townsend, waxing very wrath, 
^' that any foolish jealousy makes you averse 
to the plan, — I mean that old absurd fear with 
regard to my niece — for if you do so, I can't 
help saying that you do both your wife and 
that handsome fellow much wrong." 

" You mistake me, sir,*' Henry answered, 

i 

lo(^ng ashamed of himself. '' I hope I am 
quite incapable of ever doubting Nita, and as 
for Harry, I know him to be all that you say 
of him, a most noUe, excellent fellow ; but I 
must also confess, however, that things have 
gone on, I do not know why, exactly — certainly 
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fix)m no fault of his ; — but they have been much 
smoother in every way since he went, — and 
when one is very happy, as I have been, one 
is apt, perhaps, to dread any change, from the 
remembrance of former unhappiness — ^I dare 
say it is selfish, but . . . /' 

" But it is candid, at any rate," Mr. Towns- 
end interrupted. ** I like a man to speak out 
the truth ; but you need have no fear on that 
account, for every thing will, of course, be on 
a different footing — ^D'Orville a married man 
and fiill of business/' 

Still Henry's countenance did not clear. 
How could it, with the newly revived pangs 
of jealousy gnawing at his heart ? He who 
was a few moments before at the proud climax 
of secure and undisturbed felicity. But as 
the candid line he had unconsciously taken up 
seemed to meet with such indulgent approval, 
he continued — 



COUSIN HAKKY, 17 

" I must, too, own to you, my dear sir, at the 
risk of convicting myself of covetousness as 
well as selfishness, that I felt, perhaps, slightly 
hurt and disappointed, at your putting me so 
entirely out of the question with regard to 
this partnership— I who, through my wife, am 
so intimately connected with the interests of 
your firm, and " 

" Good Heavens ! — I should as soon have 
thought of Prince Albert being offered a place 
in the ministry. You are already a sleeping 
partner ; and as to taking an active part in the 
business, I think it would neither be conve- 
nient, nor suitable to your tastes." 

" Quite as much so as to Harry's, I should 
think, who professes such a sublime superi- 
ority to monied interests." 

" My dear fellow !" exclaimed Mr. Towns- 
end, looking very much mystified, "you do 

VOL. III. ' c 
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not mean to say yoa are seriously di^iOBed to 
take upon yourself the daties of this Tacant 
partneiship; this, of oomse, would simplify 
mattos oonsidoably, considering that the balk 
of the capital is Nita's fortune ; it certainly 
never entered my head to prc^pose such an 
arrangement, considering it was qoite ont of 
the qoestijCHi.'' 

" I see no reason whaterer, why I should 
not enter npcm the responsilnlity/' r^ied 
H^uy, eagofy. ''I promise you, Mr. Towns- 
end, that you shall ne?er have cause to com- 
{dain ci any want of activity cm my part, 
« leal in the work I have undertaken to 



n 



"Well, of course, I have nothing more to 
say," Mr. Townsend responded, without being 
able to conceal, nevertheless, some disa{qpoint- 
ment and want ci cordial satisfaction in his 
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tone. "But we must have D'Orville back 
all the same ere long, if it is only for your 
dear little sister's sake." 

" Not on Blanche's account, let me entreat/' 
Henry replied rather stiffly, hardened rather 
than softened by having got the game so 
successfully into his own hands. ''I assure 
you you are quite mistaken about her — she 
is far from pining after Harry : on the contrary, 
I consider that she is singularly happy and 
contented at present, particularly since this 
new interest of the baby has been provided 
for her. She is dehcate in appearance, per- 
haps a little in health ; and so young as my 
sister is, it is far better that she should remain 
as she is for the present/' 

Mr. Townsend shrugged his shoulders, and 
fooked curiously into the young man's 
face. 

c2 
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**! had no idea/' he mentally soliloquized, 
"that you, young gentleman, with your bird and 
butterfly tastes, would turn out such a regular 
' dog in the manger ;' but I suppose I must let 
him have his way about this partnership. It will 
give me double trouble, (for his assistance will 
be mere playwork, I know perfectly well), and 
I would far rather have had that fine young 
soldier as my right hand — ^he would have 
turned up a trump, I am quite convinced. 
He has head for any thing. However, I sup- 
pose I must let things take their course for 
the present;" and the good man heaved a 
groanJike sigh, and then added aloud— 

" Do you suppose Nita will agree to this 
arrangement ?" 

" I am quite sure/' Henry answered pom- 
pously, " she will perfectly enter into my views 
upon the subject." 
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And there the discussion ended, Mr. 
Townsend any thing but pleased or satisfied 
by the unexpected result of the confe- 



rence. 
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CHAPTER III. 



NiTA was much surprised to hear of the 
new arrangement which was about to be 
entered upon. She could not but think it 
at best unnecessary and unsuitable to her 
husband's tastes, pursuits, and circumstances. 

She also tried hard to curb down other 
feelings, which naturally suggested themselves 
when she heard, through Mr. Townsend, in a 
conversation on the subject, before he left 
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Roselands^ the original proposal he had sub- 
mitted to Henry's approval. 

Poor Blanche! Nita's heart was full of 
pain for her,— so grieved was she for her 
sake, that this kind and thoughtful plan of 
her uncle's had been frustrated. 

She would have given worlds to have gone 
to Harry, and affectionately dissuaded him 
from standing in the way of the happiness of 
two beings, who were so near, and ought to 
have been so dear to him. 

" What do you want with this new re- 
sponsibility and excitement, dear Henry?" 
and she might easily have added, '' Have you 
not me and baby, and all the ease and enjoy- 
ment of affluence? — why hamper yourself 
with its anxieties and toils ? Let Harry and 
Blanche be made happy in this way, which 
seems so providentially to have been opened 
out for them." 
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But past circumstances held her timidly 
back from any such interference. Harry*s 
name had unfortunately become a subject, 
never willingly touched upon between herself 
and husband. 

In Nita's nature there was much of in- 
trinsic good. The late events — even her 
husband's imprudent, foolish conduct in so 
abruptly leaving her — had produced a very 
striking and salutary change in her conduct. 

When. the first ebullitions of excitement 
had subsided, other feelings, we must re- 
member, usurped their place. She began to 
see her own share in all these troubles — ^her 
own misconduct. 

Indeed, Nita magnified, rather than ex- 
tenuated, her misdeeds, for her eyes were 
opened to her own faulty self — and this self- 
knowledge revealed to her " terrible -things ;" 
and she felt thoroughly humbled and ashamed : 
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for had she not sinned — if not flagrantly indeed 
— ^most truly the thoughts of her heart had 
convicted her. 

And Nita, self-condemned, had carried her 
guilt, and laid it resolutely at the feet of One, 
who never rejects the sinner's offering ; and 
she did not lay it down, merely intending to 
take it up again at the first blast of tempt- 
ation. No, her will was strong, to walk hence- 
forth along the path of life which she had wil- 
fully chosen, without again halting. It might 
prove rugged, difficult ; she was sure to meet 
with many obstacles, many trials, perhaps few 
refreshments, on the road; but it was the 
walk appointed for her, and it shotdd be 
trodden faithfully, cheerfully. 

And in this improved state of mind Nita 
soon began to count the many mercies which 
were abundantly bestowed upon her — mercies 
which before she never thought about. 
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And now, what an additional source of 
happiness had poured into her heart, — ^her 
child — her beautiful babe. 

"And Henry— ought not I to love him 
more and more — the father of my dar- 
ling?" were the thoughts suggested to 
her. 

It was quite wonderful to see, how a proud 
nature had been subdued, — ^how completely it 
had been laid low — by the conviction that she 
had not done her duty as a wife. 

''The first step to self-knowledge is self- 
distrust ;'' and consequently she became fearful 
even pf hazarding the risk of toudiing upon a 
subject which she knew was distasteful to her 
husband; and thus her every exertion on 
Blanche's behalf became &tatly cramped. 

So the poor girl went on her way — 

^* Like Patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief/' — 
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unconscious of the bright prospect which had 
opened for her» and been closed again as 
quickly^ by the selfishness of a brother. 

And Henry D'Orville Stanley was duly 
substituted for the retiring partner; and a 
most active and intelligent man of business 
he became. 

It was wonderful how one so young and 
inexperienced in such matters, so easily iden- 
tified himself with his new vocation — one so 
antagoniBtic, it would have been imagined, 
to the artistic tastes and tendency of his 
nature. 

But this was a mistake. The selfish easily 
shifl the object of their desires; only give 
tikem a selfish aim, and then they will tax 
their powers, or ingenuity, to the utmost — 
compass sea and limd, to make it serve the 
purpose of their pleasure or their gain. 

And Henry soon began to love the excite- 
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ment of the money-market, as much as 
formerly he extacized in the performance of 
a new song, the classification of a rare 
flower, or the discovery of an entomological 
rarity. 

He was necessarily a great deal from 
Eoselands, as he did not like to move Nita 
and the child from the country at that time 
of the year ; but this made him enjoy his 
home the more ; and certainly, to see hini at 
first on some of these returns fling himself 
down, with his baby, on the turf, rolling 
together in merry, childlike hilarity, — his en- 
joyment of the pure air, the flowers, the sights 
and scents of the country — the bystander 
would have said, it would take a great deal 
to make that young man worldly — to von 
his heart from the simple, natural feelings and 
pleasures of life. 

But step by step the change was seen. 



COUSIN HARRY. 29 

advancing, which makes men no longer the 
happy, lawful possessors of wealth and ease, 
and domestic happiness, — bat eager for a 
tighter grasp, to increase their treasure, and 
their proud display. And then 

'^ Our lives become all turmoil. 
Our souls are in a .weary strife and toil. 
Gasping and straining, tasking nerve and brain 
Both day and night, for gain. 
' We have grown worldly, have made gold our Grod, — 

Have turned our heart from lowly things ; 
We seek not now the wild-flower on the sod— 

We seek not snowy-folded angel's wings 
Amid the summer skies, — 
For visions come not to polluted eyes." 

And such promised soon to become Henry 
Stanley D'Orville^s state of mind, so com- 
pletely did this new sphere of action tend to 
develop the germ of what had probably 
always lain dormant in his nature — the sin 
of covetousness. 

We have long known him as a selfish cha- 
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racter; and selfishness and covetousness, do 
they not go hand in hand, " making a man 
to live in the woild as if it were made 
altogether for him, and not he for the world 
— to take in everything, and part with no- 
thing ?" 

This is not a pleasing in aspect which to view 
the character of Nita's husband. But, alas ! it 
promised fearfully at this time to become a 
true one. 
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CHAPTER IV, 



Two years had elapsed. There was always 
a great deal of company at Eoselands now. 
Henry, amongst the progressive signs of his 
character, was not so content as formerly 
with the calm, domestic enjoyment of so 
many blessings. He now liked the excite- 
ment of society, was proud of plajdng the 
part of the rich host, of displaying the wealth 
and luxury of which he was the master, 



i 
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was vain of the admiration his beautiful wife 
universally inspired, of the loveliness of his 
sister — even of his little daughter. 

They now had an established London resi- 
dence, and were obliged to spend much more 
of their time in town than Nita liked. 

But when there, the two sisters again 
ran the round of the London season gaiety. 
The one with calm, graceful acquiescence, 
rather than appreciation of its pleasures ; the 
other meekly resigning herself to what was 
inevitable, but neither pleasing to her tastes 
nor feelings ; more like a bewildered angel, as 
some one remarked, unadvisedly dropped 
amidst the uncongenial scenes of earth, than 
the flattered favourite of the fete and ball- 
room. 

Nita endeared herself still more to 
Blanche in her character as chaperone, which 
shg acted to such delicate, considerate per- 
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fecfion — she who knew so well the state of 
heart and feeling which Blanche concealed 
with gentle smiles, soft words^ and looks 
which channed and won so many hearts. 
For nothing is so much admired in a woman 
as gentleness, particularly by the other sex. 
A gay, dashing, sparkling wit may amuse 
and attract, *^ but as the cool shade in sum- 
mer, the fair, calm moon, i^er the glare of 
simny day, to the" weary soul, so will a man 
turn to look for refreshment in the presence 
of a gentle feminine being, one who, even in 
our ignorance, we might deem insipid; but, 
depend upon it, that in the long run, bril- 
liance is the last thing men care about in 
wQmen." 

Much admiration, indeed, did both the 
young sisters inspire, increased by the cling- 
ing tenderness, the trustful understanding, 

VOL. IIK D 
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which seemed to bind them to one ano- 
ther. 

And yet this understanding was of a very 
tacit nature. They never spoke directly of 
the subject of saddest interest, it may be 
said, to both, till at length a crisis came which 
gave it healing vent. 

Sir Herbert Loftus, who had for some 
time, both in town and country, paid quiet, 
unobtrusive attention to Miss D'OrviUe, took, 
at length, occasion to propose. 

This was an event which caused the most 
painful vexation to Blanche. 

It was not as it was in the case of Lord 
Mulcaster, when everything made it so easy 
to reject him with such uncompunctuous, 
decisive feelings. But she really esteemed 
and respected Sir Herbert, he had always 
been so kind and friendly. 

Blanche had really felt pleasure in his 
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agreeable society, and, unsuspicious and uo^ 
conscious ctf the natural consequences, had, 
perhaps, given encouragement to his hopes 
and aspirations. 

Then her brother, she knew how gratified 
he would he, and what would be his dis- 
appointment and displeasure at the issue. 

It was at a morning entertainment Sir 
Herbert had proposed. With much agita- 
tion, she bad refused him. But he begged 
very eam^tly for her cakner consideration ; 
and in her distress and perplexity, on return- 
ing home, she had opened her case to Nita, 
and entreated her help. 

'' Dear Blanche, there is but one thing to 
do,'' Nita said, ''if you feel so averse to 
&x Herbert's proposal, you must write to 
him at once, and tell him you cannot accept 
him ; and he is not one I am sure to press 
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the point any further ; but you are certain 
that you are quite decided in your awn. mi]id>, 
dearest ?" 

'* Quite decided that I cannot many him 
without making myself very miserable. But 
still it distresses me very much to have to 
give pain to one so good and kind as Sir 
Herbert — to appear strange and inconsistent, 
and never to be safe from proposals of this 
sort, just because I cannot exactly say I am 
engaged to another. Oh, if I could only just 
have been allowed to hold myself engaged to 
Harry, though years and years might have 
passed, — nay, a whole lifetime, without a 
marriage taking place, I should have felt 
comparatively happy and content; it tvould 
have saved me all this ; there would 
have been repose and security, even in the 
idea." 

"Poor child !" Nita said, soothingly, 
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stroking the fair hand resting on her 
shoulder; ''but you must not take these 
things so much to heart. I am sure it is the 
fault of others, not yours, if any there be ; a 
person must be very blind or obtuse who does 
not feel and see you are engaged heart and 
soul as much as if you openly declared it. 
But you must resign yourself, darling, to being 
loved in this manner, whether you wish it 
or not; you cannot escape it^ and men's 
hearts do not break so easily; — witness 
Lord Mulcaster. No, dear Blanche,"" Nita 
added, ''little would I allow such circum- 
stances to affect me had I the deep repose, 
the delightful security which you may stiH 
inwardly feel in loving and being loved by 
one like your cousin.'* 

Blanche's arms clung together round Nita's 
neck. 

*' Oh, Nita, thank you! thank you!" she 
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said, fervently kissing her, ''thank yoa^ ft 
thousand times, feu: speaking those wovda; 
yoa cannot imagine how they refresh and 
strengthen me. It is what I want to heaiv^ 
some one like you to ipeak of our love, for 
at times it begins to appear something so 
shadowy and indistinct— to remove itself so 
far off ; and then I feel so desolate, as if the 
world had lost all that made it lovdy and 
desirable; and I long to die; but if you 
would speak to me sometimes like this, it 
would make all the difference— I should not 
feel so much as if Harry vfiu dead" 

Harry was dead I 

These words were wrung forth firom 
Blauche's heart as if in them was condensed 
the whole sum of human wretchedness. * 

''And you fear nothing but his death?'' 
Nita was moved to enquire. 

" What ?'' asked Blanche, looking into 
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Nita's face a little startled. " Oh, you mean/' 
she said, turning rather pale, " his not con- 
tinuing to love m&«-hi8 loving some one else. 
No, Nita, it is steoige, perhaps, how little 
that thought has ever troubled mo— how 
impossible I feel it, to realize the idea that 
he could love any one now— -at least, in the 
same way-<-but me. I say now, Nita,'' 
Blanche added, with some hesitation, and 
blushing deeply, ''I did sometimes think 
there was one other person whom he may, or, 
rather, might have loved, if ... . drcum- 
stances had been different ....'* 

And Nita held her breath, and asked — 

•* Who do you mean, Blanche ?" 

« You, Nita." 

Nita did not wince or change colour; 
she only paused for a moment, and then said, 
in a low, cdm tone — 

''You are mistaken, Blanche; he could 
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never have loved me as he loves you, even 
had it been possible — no, nor ever can/' 
she added, with energy : "4ie is far above me 
in goodness and greatness-in purity; those 
like you, dear child, are alone worthy to 
love or be loved by him ; and if human love 
is allowed to continue in heaven, even there, 
Blanche, you and Harry, I feel convinced, 
will move in a higher, purer sphere than 
mine, amongst those who. walk in white be- 
cause they are worthy." 

Blanche looked into her sister's face 
with astonished earnestness; but joy shone 
in her countenance to hear Nita thus 
connect her with Harry, though her hu- 
mility made her view in the light of fond 
flattery any such equality of greatness such 
as that which Nita assigned to her. 

Then they returned to the present actual 
emergency. 
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Nita undertook to make it all right 
with regard to Sir Herbert Loftus : and 
Harry's being away at the time, made the 
business more easy. 
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CHAPTER V. 



NiTA requested an interview with the Baro- 
net. He came the Mowing morning, and 
taking him into friendly confidence, she re- 
vealed to him the state of matters with regard 
to Blanche, her deep and unalterable attach- 
ment to her cousin in India ; her hope, though 
her brother had allowed of no engagement, 
that one day the obstacle to her happiness 
might be removed. 
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She represented to him the distress of 
Blanche at this moment ; how she reproached 
herself for having, perhaps, given encourage^ 
ment to this unfortunate crisis, which, she 
dreaded, might be tjbe cause of fiiture e8trai:^e« 
ment between herself and one whose friend- 
ship she much prized. 

Sir Herbert was deeply grieved at this blow 
to all his hopes, but showed every generous 
and kindly feeling on the occasion, begging 
that what had occurred might be no inter- 
ruption to the continuance of their future 
intercourse, promising never again to obtrude 
his wishes, either directly upon Blanche, or in- 
directly on her brother, in order to obtain his 
interest in the cause ; so Blanche waa tran* 
quillized on that score, and Nita broke to her 
husband some time after his return what had 
occurred. 

Henry was inclined to be extremely angry 
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and provoked, and to blame in no mild terms 
the obstinacy of Blanche in throwing away a 
settlement in life in every way so advanta- 
geous and desirable, but conscience always, in 
a degree, constrained him on this subject, 
especially when touched upon by Nita. 
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Yet 8tiU thcR*e whispers the small voice within." 



And when this time she gathered up courage 

to say — 

" Henry, you may be quite sure that 
Blanche's feelings will never change, having 
once given away her warm young heart, she 
will never love another; why doom her life 
to the constant anguish of patient endurance, 
when a word from you has power to make it 
one of full contented happiness P" 

" What do you mean ? what am I to do ?" 
he murmured, in a troubled voice, and down- 
cast, disturbed countenance. 
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•'^ What, Henry ! would not a few lines from 
your pen, saying your objections were re- 
moved, that you prefer your sister's happiness 
to any worldly scruples* or ambitious views of 
your own, change Blanche's fate from the grey 
twilight in which her yoimg life has been so 
prematurely wrapped, to the clearest sun- 
shine. Would not Harry immediately return, 
and " 

Nita had been encouraged by her husband's 
softening countenance, but at the last words 
meeting his eyes fixed upon her face with the 
old suspicious expression, made her pause, 
her brow crimson with painful mortification. 

" Am I not to be trusted yet ? — Is it I who 
am still to stand between poor Blanche and 
her happiness ? What am I to do ? — I have 
hoped, wept, supplicated for her, and for 
myself — nothing seems of any avail." 

These were the thoughts which flashed 
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through her mind, and which perhaps might 
have been clearly read by her husband on her 
expressive countenance, for he huskily mur* 
mured, ashamed, perhaps, of the jealous folly 
he had betrayed. 

" There is time enough for that — at least. 
Blanche, when she is of age, can do what she 
pleases, if she is determined to stand in the 
way of her own welfare — and who knows, 
perhaps,'^ he added, with marked significance, 
" of Harry's also ? It will be quite as bad a 
match for him as for Blanche ; yes," he re* 
peated, ^' it will be quite time^ enough in two 
or three years for any final decision to take 
place.'" 

" Time enough /'* who can dare to say that, 
of any just or kindly action to be fulfilled ?^ — 
of any unjust or ungenerous prejudice to be 

overcome ? 

* 

" The night cometh, when no man can work." 
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But even this gradging acquiescence was 
carried by Juanita to her young sister-in-law 
as a slight gleam of sunsluQe. 

With a ray of hope to brighten the hearty 
how human nature can bear on ! Most truly, 
we can say*— 
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Hope, of all passions, must befriend us here/' 



And with such a trustful, hopeful heart as 
Blanche possessed at this time, a very Httle 
encouragement was received by her with grate- 
ful joy. 

These, to any one else, cold, unsatisfying 
words of her selfish brother, brought back 
the warm colour to her cheeks, and brightness 
to her drooping eyes ; her sweet voice might 
have been heard that very day, softly singing, 
as she hushed her little petted niece to sleep 
upon her knee, still the favoured couch of the 
indulged Rosamond, her favourite song — 
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Hope, thou earnest of delight. 
Softest soother of the mind; 

Bahny cordial, prospect bright, 
Sorest friend the wretched find. 



'* Kind dreamer, flatterer still, 
Deal out pleasares unpossess'd. 
With thy dreams my fancy fill. 
And in wishes make me blest/' 
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CHAPTER VI. 



It was thus in England, and how was it in 
India all this time with Harry D'Orville ? 

There is little to record. He entered on 
the responsible duties of his appointment with 
spirit and energy, winning the respect and 
admiration of all with whom he came in con- 
tact, bearing, however, in his heart, as dull 
and dark a pain, as keen regrets and longings 
after home, as those which the prosperous 
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Henry once felt during his Indian exile, — 
regrets which time might soften, but not 
assuage. 

For the bitterness of absence was increased 
by the remembrance of the jealous caprice, 
the ingratitude of one who ought to have 
been bound to him by the strongest ties of 
brotherly aflFection and gratitude, — but who 
had been the means of depriving him of the 
companionship of one whose presence would 
have sweetened his exile and quickened his 
exertions and energy in the performance of all 
the duties in which he was engaged. 

To a heart overflowing as was Harry D*Or- 
ville's with manly tenderness, this was a hard 
lot to bear, but not for all the world would 
he have obliterated from his existence the last 
scenes during his stay in England, which had 
connected his fate in Ufe with his cousin 
Blanche, by a tie of no light and common 
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nature, but one which had gently and indis- 
solubly wound about his heart a talisman of 
soothing, sanctifying, and strengthening power. 

*^ She was a form of life and light, 
That seen, became a part of sight. 
And rose where'er I turned my eyes, 
The morning star of memory." 

Often in his hours of languid fatigue did 
those two simple love-passages with which his 
young cousin was connected, fondly haunt his 
recollection. That fair young face lifted to 
his in all the child-like fervour of her innocent 
confession of affection, — when his own soul had 
gone forth to meet it with such a rush of 
new-found emotions. 

And again in the cathedral at Antwerp, 
where the scene and circumstances had deve- 
loped feehngs towards one another, in which 
fuller, intenser heart and soul communion had 

been engaged, when no longer as that of a child, 
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had he th^n beheld the up-turned countenance 
of his cousin, but 

** Beaatifal with all the soul's expansion,** 

radiant with something even more than 
womanly goodness and truth. 

We will not say that no other image ever 
arrested his mental vision, no picture of rich, 
dark hair and lustrous eyes, now dewy vrith 
soft pain, now 

*' Wild with all f^ret." 

over coloured his reveries 

But it was an image which never interfered 
with the other- The two stood forth ever 
separate and distinct, and excited far different 
emotions* 

In the one blended an uneasy, anidous feel- 
ing with much interest and admiration ; but the 
other seemed always gently pressing upon his 
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heart, a part of his very existence ; the feeling 
most approaching to happiness which ever 
visited his mind was the remembrance of her 
gentle love. It was happiness indeed, for truly 
may the poet say, — 

" The treasures of the deep are not so precious 
As are the concealed comforts of a man, 
Lock'd up in woman's love ;" 

and many a time, when vexed with cares, 
harassed by fatigue, everything combining to 
fill his soul with impatience, this love would 
prove an assuaging balm : 

** Its downy plumage o'er his pillow spread." 

At the expiration of three years, the ap- 
pointment he had hitherto held expired ; but 
another, more lucrative, was imme^ately 
offered to him. . 

This favourable aspect of his affairs induced 
Harry D'Orville to make another effort with 
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regard to the still more important point in 
his life's history. 

He wrote to Henry, told him of his rising 
prospects, and once more asked him to be 
more favourable to his wishes with respect to 
Blanche, and requested his permission to come 
to England to make her his wife. 

His expectations were not very sanguine as 
to the result; but the reply came duly by 
return of post, and was in the foUowing 
enigmatical terms : — 

"My dear Harry, 

"Your letter just received admits 
of but one reply. 

" Come to England by all means, if it is 
your wish. Blanche will be by that time of 
age. I can then exercise no control over 
her actions; but the day may be not far 
distant when you will think better of my 
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motives, for keeping you so long apart. I 
must still, however, advise you to have pa- 
tience. Your faith and patience, I am well 
aware, have both been sadly taxed. 

" But who knows if the work I have secretly 
laboured to accomplish for you may not by 
that time be fulfilled, and that our next 
meeting, through God's mercy, may be a 
painless one. 

"Yours more truly than your heart has 
evei" yet ims^ed. 

"Henry D'Okville Stanley." 
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CHAPTER VII. 



Feom the time of the D'Orville Stanley's 
return to Roselands, a cloud hung over the 
mental atmosphere of affairs, which boded 
some eventful explosion. 

Henry never seemed to recover entirely his 
equanimity after the appeal which Nita had 
made on Blanche's behalf — the ghost of jealous 
unrest, which for some time seemed to have 
been comfortably laid, had again been disturbed. 
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in the shape of those morbidly torturing feel- 
ings, with which the subject of his cousin, had 
become so hopelessly associated. 

Nita was grieved for her husband, and for 
those who suffered from this state of things* 
much more than for herself. 

Her conscience was now at rest. She could 
not attach to herself one shadow of reproach ; 
and she could thank God with her whole heart 
that it was so. 

She had long begun to resign herself to the 
dark shadow which seemed destined to brood 
for ever over her married happiness, and to 
rejoice only, where she could rejoice without 
alloy, — in her children. 

Another child had been born. Not the 
looked-for heir, but another little daughter, 
Henrietta, who was called Netty, and over 
whom Blanche drooped with still more lily- 
like fragility than, two years ago, when she 
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fondled the little sister Rosamond, weighed 
down as she was with the accamulated load of 
hope deferred, since then. 

The nursery was still her favourite haunt, 
and highly was she esteemed by the nurse, a 
privileged old retainer of the family. 

'' Such a young lady for handling a baby, 
I never before set eyes upon,** she would 
exclaim. 

One day nurse looked at her over her spec- 
tacles, seated thus on the rocking-chair on 
one side of the fire, and wondered aloud how 
it came to pass that any one so very fair as 
that young lady was not married, with a little 
one, or two of her own by this time, though to 
be sure she was young enough to be spared 
the trouble of them yet awhile. 

Then seeing Blanche look up with a startled 
blush, she said — 

'' Oh, I beg your pardon. Miss, but I have 
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a trick of speaking my thoughts aloud, and 
you looked just then as if you were listening 
to something better than my old cracked 
voice." 

Blanche smiled. 

'' I was listening to the baby breathing so 
softly," she said. " What a pretty child it 
is — like its papa, I think.*' 

" So I say — but in the housekeeper's room 
they all declare her to be the image of her 
uncle Harry.'' 

Blanche started, and drooped lower over the 
babe. 

" He is not her uncle," she murmured ; and 
she pressed her lips upon the little, white 
brow. 

"But they say," Nurse persisted, seem- 
ingly impelled by the curiosity of her class to 
probe further a subject, which she was well 
aware was one of much interest to her listener. 
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and on which she had probably received some 
enlightenment from the lady's-maid; "that 
he is a very handsome gentleman. He will 
be coming back some of these days, I suppose, 
a rich nabob, and making a great heiress of 
that little lady." 

Blanche could not refrain from laughing at 
the new view taken by, as she imagined, the 
unconscious old castle-builder. 

" Not that she will be a wanting money, bless 
her little heart/' the nurse continued, " with 
such rich parents ; though as her dear mamma 
said, when she talked about her being another 
girl, and I made bold to say — ^Who knows whe- 
ther Miss Rosamond is not intended to be a great 
heiress, like her dear mamma before her ? 

*' ' God forbid ! Nurse — ^it is not a happy 
fate to be an heiress.' 

'^ It seemed strange to hear a lady, with 
not a cross in the world, as one can see, 
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should say so ; a husband that worships the 
ground she treads on, so young and handsome, 
only too delicate-looking and so over-anxious, 
one fears bis mind works too fast for his body ; 
and such sweet babbies, and a house for beauty 
and comfort, I never saw the like. Then such 
an active body as Miss Stanley, to keep all 
things straight, to say nothing of a nice young 
sister like you, Miss ; but I must not say much 
about that, or you' will thiuk me an old flat- 
terer. But may be, they*ll be a losing you 
some day ; and from what I hear," and she 
shook her head significantly, " it's your own 
fault that they have not lost you long 

ago/' 

"Not quite,** Blanche said, with a tinge 

of bitterness in her tone. 

•*They tell me, at any rate," persisted 
the nurse, "that you might have been a 
countess, had it been your will. I may 
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truly say that, for Lady Augasta was my 
authority," she added, consequentially ; " and 
she said you would not so much as look at 
her brother; well, he did appear to me a 
harum-scarum sort of young gentleman; 
indeed, most of the young lords are an un- 
steady lot, it strikes me, with their racing, 
gallivanting ways ; they want a little good 
hard work and buffeting to keep them down ; 
they have it too much their own way in 
general. It does them good when a beau- 
tiful young lady looks shy at them; it is 
a wholesome bit of punishment, but they 
get it seldom enough, I fancy. No, it is 
the ladies that spoil them most — goodness 
me ! to see Lady Isabella, my Lord Mul- 
caster's sister, with that young Baronet, Sir 
Herbert somebody, who stood godfather to 
my Lady Augusta's infant — well to be sure, 
did she not make up to him, even at the 
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font, when she held the babby, sweet little 
angel, not half so well as you did that pretty 
lamb, she might have had a big wax doll 
in her arms, for what she thought about it. 
To be sure it is a sad thing when young 
ladies come to church to make such vows, 
and take upon themselves such responsi- 
biUties, as she did, with their hearts full of 
vanity and covetous desires.^ — The vain pomp 
and glory of this yrorld ! — much do they 
intend to renounce them." 

"You are very severe, nurse," Blanche 
said, much amused. " Lady Isabella only 
wishes to be married; most young ladies 
wish that, I suppose." 

" To be sure they do, and I don't blame 
them, if it is for love, and not merely just 
for the sake of being married, and having an 
establishment; but Lady Isabella won't get 
the Baronet, I hear — he wants to marry ano- 
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ther young lady, and she won't have him/* 
and nurse looked slyly at her young com- 
panion. 

Blanche, although she began plainly to 
perceive that the nurse was better informed 
with regard to her affairs than she had at 
first any idea of, still feigned unconscious- 
ness. 

" So you see, nurse,*' she said archly, 
" every young lady is not bent upon marrying 
for an * establishment.' " 

" No, and it is an honour to them when 
they are not," the nurse continued, with 
energy, " and you'll be rewarded, Miss, some 
of these days," she added, dropping her mask 
of pretended ignorance, " and you will marry 
this handsome cousin before many more 
months are over your head, I'll be bound for 
it, and surely it will be better for you to have 
all that load of Indian gold, than this little 
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bit of a lady with her rich papa and 



mamma." 



" Hush, hush, nurse,*' Blanche cried almost 
fiercely, like an angered dove, " you must not 
speak of that — I beg your pardon, but I do 
not like it." 

" And I am sure I beg your pardon, nuss," 
nurse answered, a little nettled ; '^ and I am 
sure I should not have made so bold, but only, 
to tell the truth, I ought to .say that my 
lady said to me one day — 

" ' I wish, nurse, you would talk and amuse 
Miss D'Orville as you do me, and make her 
talk to you — it is far better for her than 
dreaming over the baby.' 

" And then she told me a little bit of your 
story. Miss Blanche — not that it was any 
news to me. I had heard all about it before ; 
there's hardly a thing that we nurses do not 
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contrive to pick np. And then Mrs. Stanley 
fmd, — 

*^ * Try and lead her to speak of her cousin, 
nurse— -it will do her good, and do you cheer 
her up a little on the subject ; it is a great 
thing to keep up her spirits, and I mean to 
take good care that it shall all come right in 
the end ; that is the only reason I am sorry 
this baby was not a boy, for if it had been, I 
bad a plan in view. ' 

'* And so, Miss, you see I am not so much 
to blame." 

" Oh no, dear nurse," Blanche murmured, 
her tears gushing forth, as they had not done 
for many a day, for her heart was melted 
within her by this trait of tender considera- 
tion on Juanita's part. ^' I am very much 
obliged to you for your good intentions, only 
1 am 80 unaccustomed to hear him spoken of, 
and lie is so good and great, and excellent. 
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80 far above me, that I am apt to feel as if 
he were dead, and it is three years— oh, what 
long years they seem — 'since I have seen him, 
and we never even write, and — and — But it is 
better for me, I know, to speak of him — as 
Nita says, it brings him so much nearer to 
me." 

The wise old nurse allowed the poor girl 
to pour forth her pent-up feelings without 
any interruption, and Blanche went on to say, 

" Oh, nurse ! you never knew any one 
like him, or you would not , wonder that I 
think of him more as a spirit, an angel in 
Heaven, than a living person, and that I con- 
sider no one has a right to speak of him, ex- 
cept, perhaps, my sister." 

She paused, breathless with excitement. 
Then nurse began. 

"Well, Miss, certainly I have never yet 
seen a man^ gentle or simple, who has ever 
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come up to that description. Td like greatly 
to see one. I thought your brother, my 
master, looked as much like one as any I had 
seen, when I first came across him, but I find 
he has his tempers, and his lady her trou- 
bles, begging his pardon, and you'll have 
yours, miss, no doubt, with the other gentle- 
man. So don't be making up your mind to 
thinking him too much of an angel, or you 
are sure to be disappointed." 

" Oh, never, nurse, he will never be like my 
brother," said Blanche, wiping away her tears. 

" Oh no 1 perhaps they may have their 
different ways — but they are all more or less 
tedious and troublesome," persisted the old 
Job's comforter. 

" Tedious and troublesome," Blanche could 
not help laughing, and then she sighed. 

" Harry tedious and troublesome !" It was 
quite an amusing parody. 
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But nothing had done Blanche so much 
good for many a long day, as this unexpected 
outburst ; and nurse did not allow the subject 
to remain unrenewed^ especially as, encouraged 
by her mistress, she took every opportunity of 
recurring to it, trying, in a joking way, 
to persuade the young lady that her absent 
lover was no more perfect than the rest of his 
sex ; but that he would soon appear, that is 
to say, after he had made a good lump of 
money — ^Nurse's sine qiia non — and make as 
tedious and troublesome a husband as most 
others of the lords of the creation. 

I suppose the good woman went upon the 
principle that " an idol may be undeified by 
many accidental causes. Marriage, in particular, 
is a kind of accidental apotheosis, or a deifica- 
tion inverted. When a man becomes familiar 
with his goddess, she quickly sinks into a 
woman,*' and vice versa. 
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It did her good, notwithstanding, and 
although she used to argue the point with 
Nurse, till she became quite angry in defence 
of her cousin^s superiority. 

Even with Nita the subject had become so 
completely a case of hope deferred, that she 
had ceased to discourse upon it, and we all 
know that — 

" Une peine dontpersonne ne nons parte une 
peine qui n^eprouvepas le moind/rechangement^ni 
par lee jours y si par les annees^ et rCest susceptible 
d'aucune evenementy d'aucune vicissitude^ fait 
encore plus de mal qu^une diversity des impress 
sions douloureuse,^' 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



*' My dear Nita/' Miss Stanley said to her 
niece one day, as she found her in her morn- 
ing room alone with her children — the baby 
on a cushion on the ground — the elder little 
girl hanging round her as she wrote her 
letters — " do you know that I am quite uneasy 
about Henry. I think he overworks himself; 
this continual going backwards and forwards 
to London is very wearying and exciting to him, 
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and not natural ; in shorty my dear^ I think 
if you would give your mind a little less to 
these babies, and more to your husband, it 
would be better for him/' 

" My dear aunt/' Nita said, startled a little 
by Miss Rachel's unusual asperity, "I am 
sorry you should think my attention to the 
children makes me in any way neglectful to 
my husband. I quite agree with you that 
Henry does do too much, and I have written 
to Uncle Townsend on the subject, as well as 
tried to persuade Henry against such unne- 
cessary exertion ; but my uncle says he can- 
not in any way control his activity, and Henry 
himself declares that the exertion is quite 
necessary — ^that his nervous excitement is too 
great to allow of inaction. I can assure 
you, aunt, I have often entreated him to allow 
us to Uve entirely in London, during this 
press of business ; but he dislikes the idea of 
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it| for me and the children, and Blanche be- 
comes so drooping there, that it is cruelty to 
take her« As far as I am concerned, I am sure 
I could be as happy in London as anywhere, if 
it did not disagree with the little darlings. I 
only desire to do what is right with regard to 
poor Henry — as for ever making him very 
happy, I despair of being able to accomplish that 
— always restless and unquiet, forced to fly to 
the most uncalled-for services in search of 
excitement, with everything within his reach, 
one would have imagined, to constitute ra- 
tional happiness— what is one to do ? — what 
measure can I take P'' 

" Dear, dear, dear !'* answered Miss Rachel, 
** it is very sad, I am sure I cannot imagine 
what can be done ; it must be his state of 
health, no one could blame you for anything. 
Henry dotes upon you as much as ever, but I 
thought when he was last at home, he seemed 
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a little fidgetty, even jealous at times, at the at- 
tention you paid to the children — but I sup- 
pose he must be jealous of some one, poor 
fellow — it's his nature." 

" Do you think, aunt, he was very much 
disappointed at this little thing not being a 
boy ?'* Nita continued to enquire. 

" Well, my dear, I can't exactly say ; but 
he seemed excited as usual, and I heard 
him murmur to himself, as he sat down 
stairs afterwards, — *It's fate, certainly it's 
fate ;' and when Blanche asked him, * What 
fate, Henry P' he said with a very sad smile, 
* Something that will rather interfere with 
you, poor BlanchyJ 

Juanita sighed impatiently. 

" How painful all this is, aunt ; poor Henry ! 
if I only knew what to do for him. Do you 
know, aunt, you say he dotes upon me jus 
the same ; but I sometimes think that my 
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presence now gives him more pain than plea- 
sure — that the more affection I show towards 
him, the more restless and unhappy it makes 
him — that it is a relief to him when he goes 
away. He is very fond of Blanche just now. 
I am so glad he has taken her with him to 
London this time— one of us, I think, must 
always go with him/* 

" It would be better, indeed, my dear, I 
think — indeed, to tell you the truth, Nita, 
I have had a letter from my brother this 
morning, and he says he thinks Henry far 
from well/* 

" My dear aunt ! why did you not tell me 
that before ?" Nita now said in alarm. " What 
does he say ? do let me see his letter !'* 

" Well, my dear, I don't know whether I 
ought to show it to you, as it was written 
only for my eye ; but he says he has long 
been anxious about your husband, though it 
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seemed to him, that it was more something 
on his mind than any bodily ailment; but 
lately he has seen a physician, and Blanche 

m 

tells Mr. Townsend that he never sleeps, for 
she is in the next room to him, and he calls 
her sometimes several times during the night, 
to feel his pulse's beating, and says he is certain 
he shall not be able to endure it very long, 
and that he is most miserable.'' 

" Oh, poor Henry ! I must go to you !" 
Nita cried; with sore grief and pity in her 
looks and tone. " Who should be with you 
but your wife ?*' and notwithstanding all Miss 
Stanley could urge against so hasty a step, 
for Henry and his sister were expected home 
in a few days, persisted in setting off that 
very afternoon for London, taking her baby 
with her, and leaving littler Rosamond under 
the care of Miss Rachel. 

Henry D'Orville, on these now constant 
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business expedition^ to London, occupied the 
same private apartments in the hotel, — 
situated in the not-at-all business-like locality 
— ^in which we have seen him and his party 
located, that eventful week previous to Harry 
D'Orville's intended departure ! and in that 
very sitting-room where such painful scenes 

had been enacted, Blanche sat reading all 

alone, very still and pensively. 

It was there Nita found her, and pleasure 

hghted up her pale face, when she beheld her 

sister. 

" Oh, Nita !" she exclaimed, " I am so glad," 

taking the baby from the nurse's arms, and 

covering it with kisses. 

"But where is your brother?" Nita en- 

quired anxiously, when they were alone. 
" Oh ! he has gone out to his club," Blanche 

answered, nervously ; " he has gone most 

nights, and stays quite late— he is not well — 
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perhaps they have told you that he cannot 
sleep . . . ." 

" Oh, Blanche, what is the matter with 
him P" Nita asked eagerly. 

" I will tell you/' Blanche sorrowfully 
replied ; '^ I think it is more his spirits than 
his health that is affected — he seems as if he 
had something on his mind — as if he had 
strained his energies too much to be able to 
divert his thoughts, and now he is suffering 
from that cause. He talks at times very de- 
spondingly, and I fear, Nita, he has not good 
medical advice — by what I can learn, I cannot 
help thinking he has been consulting a clair- 
voyant.'* 

" This is only what I expected," sighed 
Nita — " I have long feared he was doing more 
than his head could bear. And I am not 
surprised at what you tell me — he had always 
a fancy for such things." 
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" Henry is very kind and affectionate to me, 
more so than I have ever known him ; he is 
always calling me ' poor Blanche/ as if he 
pitied me, and says, there is a fate upon us 
both that we should be unhappy, but that I 
am made to bear what he cannot." 

"Always, always, that strange, infatuated 
fancy,'' Nita exclaimed with anguish — " it has 
become quite a mania. Blanche, does he not 
mention Harry ?" 

"Yes, yes," turning very pale, Blanche 
murmured, "once, more calmly than I ever 
heard him speak on the subject — he told me 
all the story of his having been intended to 
marry you, Nita, all very distinctly, as if he 
wished to impress it on my memory— and 
don't ask me more about that, Nita,'' she said, 
turning away sadly. 

" I have brought him a letter from India," 
Nita said, looking at Blanche anxiously. 
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The colour flew to poor Blanche*s cheeks, 
then left them entirely, and her -lips trembled 
as she tried to smile. 

" Do you think Henry will be glad that I 
am come P" Nita enquired. 

" Oh, he must," was the reply, " and you 
must never leave him again, dear Nita." 

" I will not," she answered submissively. 
" Blanche, have I not for very long, done my 
duty to Henry ?'* 

"Oh yes, indeed. I do not mean that, 
dear sister, and I firmly believe he loves you 
better than you think." 

" Loves me ! — oh yes, poor Henry ! though 
I have learnt to wish he had never loved 
me — for his own sake, I mean," Nita added 
sadly. 

" Only for his own sake ?" Blanche asked 
quietly, but earnestly regarding her sister-in- 
law. 
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" Only for his own sake, now — do you 
doubt me, Blanche ?" 

And when Blanche sadly smiled away any 
such intended imputation, Nita added cheer- 
fully— 

"I think, dearest, experience has fully 
proved to us, that as far as I was concerned, 
all that has happened — my fate in life, was 
immutably decided from the beginning ; I 
mean,*' as Blanche fixed her eyes upon her, 
eager, to understand her meaning ; " you 
and Harry have taken the proper means of 
showing me that everything that has happened 
with respect to my married destiny, has had 
its purpose and its meaning." 

Blanche again smiled, but it was still rather 
vaguely, and the smile was accompanied by a 
faint, half-stifled sigh. 

They waited anxiously for Henry's return, 
for it began to be Very late, and there was still 
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no sign of his appearance. It reminded Juanita 
forcibly of that last waiting in that very same 
room, for the same person ; but how was all 
changed since then — ^how had the passionate 
effervescence of her nature been calmed down 
to more sanctified emotions, both of sorrow and 
of joy. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



JuANiTA had persuaded Blanche to go, to 
bed ; for she could see, by her pale looks and 
worn countenance, that she had suffered more 
from anxiety, or some other mental cause, than 
she would allow. 

The nurse, too, she dismissed, and kept her 
sleeping infant in her bed-room, whither she 
had retired. 

It soothed her to hear the Kttle soft breath- 
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iug, and she thought it would please Henry 
to see his child. 

She loved her little babe inexpressibly — al- 
most beyond the mere natural, maternal 
instinct of affection. 

She felt that to her children she owed much, 
if it were but the softening away of the vain, 
rebellious murmuring regret, which had once 
fretted away her existence, and sullied even 
the purity of her character. 

With her children she ever felt patient, holy, 

happy ; for them she would have gladly braved 

a worse fate than that which had been as- 
signed to her. 

Oh, little children, " of such indeed is the 
kingdom of Heaven." 

The first rush of maternal affection — how 
often has it proved the turning point — in a 

woman's destiny. Hopeless those, who are 

unsusceptible to such soft influences. 
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It was past midnight when Henry returned. 
The servant had told him that Mrs. D'Orville 
Stanley had arrived ; so he came up prepared, 
though startled at the unexpected intelli- 
gence. 

The surprise he felt — was composed perhaps, 
half of pleasure, half of discomfiture — at having 
his late hours and ill-looks betrayed to his young 
wife, whom he found standing at the door with 
her baby in her arms, (the little one having just 
waked up,) looking so grand and beautiful, 
with her eyes, he fancied, full of severe, reproach- 
ful inquiry. Certainly he felt at that moment, 
it would have been a relief had it been his 
gentle sister who had stepped out to meet him. 

But Nita accosted her husband with the 
most affectionate and playful reproaches. 

" My dear Henry ! how naughty of you 
to stay out so late to-night. I was in hopes 
of giving you such a delightful surprise,'* 
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*'But, dear Nita, what induced you to 
come ?" 

" Is that all you have to say ? I came be- 
cause it struck me that it would be a good 
thing to take you by surprise, and see how 
you amused yourself, with only that indulgent 
Blanche to keep you in order/' 

" Oh, I am not always so late — when I am 
not with you, I require society, so I go to 
the club — to-night, indeed, I went to the 
Princess's, to see the * Corsican Brothers/ '' 

" And look very much like the ghost your- 
self, poor Henry." 

" And you like Emiliej^* turning away from 
her half-playful scrutiny ; " but seriously, tell 
me what brought you from Roselands so 
suddenly ?" 

" Are you not sufficiently glad to see me, 
that you must know the reason ? — and baby, 
you have not even looked at her." 
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" Poor little wretch ! she looks very jolly," 
slightly glancing at the lovely infant ; " but 
why did you not bring the other instead ?" 

" My dear Henry, what a question ! baby 
could n6t do without me — Rosy can." 

" You like that child much the best of the 
two, I believe," Henry continued. 

" Do you think so ? well, you ought to be 
flattered, as she is considered so like you." 

" Like me, is it ?" with a cold and bitter 
smile ; " well, I suppose there may be a like- 
ness, ^family likeness." 

Nita even could scarcely credit that these 
senseless inuendoes could possibly refer to 
the resemblance which had once been remarked 
upon, between the child and her cousin 
Harry. 

» 

" Ah, poor little Netty !" she continued, 
" you should have been a boy, and you would 
have been papa's favourite then — but, dear 
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Harry, you must not sleep there," for Henry 
had thrown himself upon a sofa, " it is so very 
late — I am sure you look as if you wanted 
sleep and rest." 

" Sleep — ^I never sleep — I wish there were 
no nights, I hate them. Have ydxi brought 
me any letters ?" 

" Not any that I am going to give you to- 
night, so do not think about them/' 

He started up eagerly. 

'* Oh, if there are any, I might as well have 
them at once ; where are they ?" 

"In my dressing-case: they are of no 
consequence, I am sure — wait till to-mor- 



row/* 



" How do you know they are of no conse- 
quence ?" 

" Because they are only one or two bills, 
and one from India, which you know can 
have no immediate answer." 
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•'From India?'* turning very pale and 
ghastly. ** Oh, indeed ! was it that — the 
• mail goes out to-morrow — ^you know that^ 
perhaps r 

" No, I did not — ^but you need not read it 
to-night, at least." 

" Can you possibly wait till to-morrow ?" 
Henry asked. 

" I— of course I can." 

" Well, give me the precious document." 

Nita, hurt and ofifended at his tone, went 
to her dressing-case and produced the letters. 
His hand trembled as he held it out. 

Throwing aside the others, he opened his 
cousin's letter, with the purport of which the 
reader is already acquainted. 

He read it eagerly, then gave it to Nita, 
watching her intently with his preternaturally 
dilated eyes, whilst she steadily perused it. 

She then returned it silently. 
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" Well," he murmured hoarsely, " what do 
you say ?" 

" What do I say ? you know well, Henry, 
what I must think — what every one must think; 
and once more," speaking with genUe firmness, 
" let me intreat you, if only for your own sake, 
my dear Henry, to listen to the dictates of 
your heart and reason, and return a favourable 
answer." 

" For my own sake — what do you mean ?" 

'^ I mean that I know that your mind and 
conscience are not at rest," she continued, fix- 
ing his shrinking gaze with her own wonderful 
lustrous eyes ; " you will never be really 
well or happy till you have made this conces- 
sion/' 

She sat down beside her husband, and 
passed her arm affectionately round him. 

" What concession ?" was the hasty question. 
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" Need I repeat it ?" she said ; " it is such an 
old story now/' 

With almost a shudder, Henry withdrew 
himself from her encircUng arm. 

" An old story indeed/' he murmured ; 
" did you come all the way from Roselands 
to din it in my ears, and do you love to hear 
me repeat so often, Blanche will never marry 
Harry/' 

Nita rose with a long, despairing sigh. " I 
did not come for that/' she said with more 
sorrow than anger in her tone; "though 
if my doing so could have served such a pur- 
pose, gladly would I have done so ; for next to 
my anxiety for you, Henry, is my earnest 
care for poor Blanche's happiness — so much 
would I endeavour to overcome your obstinate 
persistency, for which I am more than ever 
at a loss to understand the reason." 

" Wait a little longer, till I am quite dead, 
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Nita, and you will see my motive: but if 
you wish my death, urge me, and I will write 
to-morrow and tell him to come/' 

Nita's countenance rebrightened with hope 
and animation. She eagerly seized hold of 
the last sentence — ^the preceding quaUfication 
of it she regarded but as a part of his morbid, 
distempered fancy ; setting aside every con- 
sideration for Blanche's interest, she felt a 
firm conviction, there was nothing to be done 
for her husband until Harry's return — that 
nothing but the strengthening, reviving in- 
fluence of that "great, good angel" could bring 
him back to a happier, healthier state of mind. 

In her humbled and sorrowful condition of 
heart, Nita began more to feel how she had 
failed to supply his place, to support the good 
influence which her husband had been accus- 
tomed, during his early years, to find in that 
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brotherly friend from whom she had divided 
him. 

Yes, she — ^herself — and her conscience could 
not acquit her — it is not easy to avoid the 
reproaches of one's own heart, and no one 
ever offended his own conscience, but first 
or last it was revenged upon him : '^ it is like 
a whirlpool drawing in all to itself, which 
would otherwise pass by.'' 

The passionate love with which she had 
inspired him, was, in comparison, but a 
restless trouble, which had seemed to set 
his heart on fire, and wean it from all its 
healthful enjoyments — its calm, innocent 
happiness. 

Full of these thoughts, she answered with- 
out hesitation, — " Oh yes, write, Henry — trust 
me, it will be all right and well, and 
happy with you, with all of us, when he 



comes." 
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" Well, let it be so," Henry gloomily said ; 
"you have done it — I will write ;'* and he 
feebly raised himself from the couch, and 
went into his dressing-room. 
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CHAPTER X. 



The next day Henry got up as usual, and 
wrote his Indian letter with apparent calmness, 
and took it himself to the post ; but he re- 
turned so very faint and ill that he was obliged 
to go to bed, and there for the next fortnight 
he remained, attended by a most eminent phy- 
sician. 

Nita insisted upon this, and the invaUd was 
too ill to resist. 
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Juanita sent Blanche back to Bx)selands, 
on the tender plea of requiring her superin- 
tending care of little Rosamond, Miss Ba- 
chel never enjoying a moment's peace of mind, 
or suffering the child's attendant to have 
one, when left with such a responsible 
charge as the guardianship of so young and 
sprightly a creature, 

But in reality it was on account of her 
anxiety for her yoimg sister, so depressing an 
effect had her brother's state of mind, and all 
the anxiety she had suffered when alone with 
him, produced upon her nerves. 

She seemed to have lost all energy for hope 
and happiness. Even when Nita reminded 
her, on parting, of what Henry had written to 
India, her smile was very faint and languid, 
and her glance vague and uncertain, as if she 
were vainly striving to substantiate some far 
off, but just possible idea. But Nita was be- 
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coming accustomed to strangeness and unac* 
countable phases of feeling, in those with whom 
she had to do ; and this experience now only 
brought the more practical and strong-minded 
parts of her own character into play — she had 
*^ unlearned contempt/' even for weakness 
and fantastic caprice^ in one to whom she 
ought naturally to have looked for stability 
and strength ; how much more then was her 
tender pity and indulgence excited for that 
dehcate plant, who had borne so long in faith 
and patience through all the sickening lassi- 
tude of " hope deferred/' — if its weak 
strength gave way at last, and it refused to 
lift up its head and smile, and see the good 
when it was coming ! 



Nita tended her husband assiduously, and 
never left the apartments they occupied in the 
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hotel — qoiet and imdistmbed dming 
uo&shioDable October montb, saTe now and 
then bj a call £pom Mr. Townsend, who was 
obliged to be much in London at this time. 
She was very anxious, often very sorrowful, but 
happier perhaps than she had been during the 
whole of her married life« 

There was something soothing in this 
atmosphere of perfect seclusion-^the absorp* 
tioii and concentration of thought and interest 
in the sick chamber, the outer world quite 
shut out, the inner world brought so near, 
whilst a new strange kind of love, something 
which partook of the pity and protection of a 
mother towards a child dependant on her care 
and tenderness, sprung up within her heart 
towards the object of her solicitude, growing 
daily more intensely interesting. For Henry's 
illness assumed the form of such utter pros- 
tration of bodily strength and mental vigour. 
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that from the capricious, difficult irritability of 
the full-grown man, he passed into a state of 
trustful, helpless dependance, truly childlike. 
How her heart melted when his eyes turned 
upon her so pretematurally distended, or so 
languidly oppressed, asking, as it were, alle- 
viation of his pain ; and when he slept, and 
she sat listening to his troubled breathing, and 
watched his pale or fevered countenance, on 
which at times a look of such boyish innocence 
would return — or pressed her warm red lips 
against his damp, cold brow — she thought 
sadly on the first eventful day she found him 
happily sleeping in the Roselands drawings 
room, and remembered all that he had since 
then endured of love and grief, and jealous pain, 
whether her fault or not — through her cause 
most certainly — and she prayed fervently to 
God to restore and recover him, that by her 
strength, affection, and earnest endeavours to 

a 2 
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minister to his peace of mind and happiness, 
his future days might be the commencement 
of a new and happier existence. 

Once, when Henry had been sleeping long, 
his hand convulsively locked in hers, he opened 
wide, with a start, his large, languid eyes, and 
called out, in the quick querulous tone of an 
invalid who wakes up. suddenly from restful 
unconsciousness to an impatient sense of pain 
and weakness, " Harry T* 

Nita hung over him, and having stared at 
her with a look of surprised bewilderment, 
he graduaUy recoUected himself and said, with 
a weary, half-disappointed sigh- 

" I was dreaming/* 

Yes, dreaming — dreaming perhaps of some 
fever in India through which his cousin had 
nursed him, or one of the numerous ailments 
of his delicate boyhood, when " Cousin Harry" 
had tended him with the devoted care and 
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tenderness of a woman. Yes, that fine manly 
creature, relinquishing every other pursuit, sit- 
ting up whole nights together, or starting &om 
his short and broken slumbers at the feeblest 
call, or restless movement of the querulous 
invalid — at his side in a moment with his 
cheering looks and words, and soothing, skilful 
ministrations. 

Nita grasped something of this sort perhaps, 
and where another wife might have felt a little 
wounded, she could only too well enter into 
his feelings upon the subject. 

For she remembered how often she would 
as gladly have waked up to find the faces of 
othier days — a father's venerated countenance 
perhaps bending over her after some illness of 
her early girlhood, in anxious solicitude for the 
recovery of his beloved child — ^that kind, dear 

face — that smile 

■ 

f < Which oft in childhood solaced her^* 
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and had sighed when the vision was dissolved 
by some image of the present time. 

But that word " Harry \" — how freely and 
naturally it had gushed forth — like clear water 
from some fresh disimprisoned fount — ^with 
such an eager, boyish outburst. She had never 
heard him speak so before — his very voice 
seemed altered. 

" How he must once have loved him/' she 
thought; "and how loveable, poor Henry, 
you must have been, with no jealousy and 
mistrust fretting at your heart's core. Alas ! 
how often must you have regretted those days 
of happy friendship, and that I ever rose up 
between you and your cousin Harry's support- 
ing arm. You are not strong enough to bear 
the struggles of more turbulent feelings and 
affections. I should have seen all this — 
treated your failings—your infirmities — more 
tenderly, as he did — ^as he always would have 
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done-^then perhaps you would not have been 
driven to tax your eijergies with pursuits and 
excitements for which your heart had no natural 
inclination ; above all, this cruel jealousy — this 
insatiate wrath against one you have loved so 
warmly, would never thus have maddened your 
brain/' 

Nita wept, whilst all these sad reflections 
floated through her mind. She continued to 
muse thus,- painfully— 

"Ah, your music, poor Henry — ^your in- 
sects, your birds, your flowers — ^I used to look 
almost with scorn upon these pleasures, on 
these simple and beautiful pursuits. When 
you recover, dear boy, I must try and lure you 
back to them/' 

Henry turned again, and seeing Nita's lu^ 
minous eyes bent with tearful earnestness upon 
him, as these thoughts passed through her 
mind, he looked up into them wonderingly. 
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gently replacing the hand in hers which he 
had abruptly withdrawn. She stooped down 
and kissed it, then softly murmured, with a 
smile she tried to render gay and cheerM — 

" I was thinking, dearest, how I should like 
to hear you sing again ; and how long it was 
since we had sung together — and that I should 
make you give up all this tiresome business 
when you get well, and ask you to take entirely 
to your music and drawing again — will you 
promise this, dear Henry r 

He smiled a little, but it was vaguely ; just 
as Blanche had smiled, before she had left 
London for Roselands, at the hope held out to 
her of Harry's return. 

It was this which most pamfuUy impressed 
Nita, with regard to her husband. 

The tender devotion which she now infused 
into her attendance upon him, must have 
breathed forth in her every look, and tone, and 
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action. To what intense pleasure, what ecstatic 
satisfaction would it not have once excited in 
Henry — even in the jaws of death ; and how 
little, comparatively speaking, did it seem to 
affect him now— or rather, in what a different 
manner P He might be said to submit, more 
with an unconscious sense of comfort to his 
helpless dependency upon her soothing minis- 
trations, than to be thrilled by any sensation 
of lively satisfaction. Was this strange calm 
thus succeeding his long phase of restless dis- 
tress the precursor of a still deeper rest? 
Was she to lose him entirely — he whose love- 
ableness she was beginning for the first time 
fully to appreciate ? or would he live to love 
her no more, to return to all the simple tastes 
and affections of his earUer years, when she 
and all the feelings with which she was con- 
nected were unknown to him ? And though 
she prayed it might be the last, rather than 
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the first alternative, there was somethibg in 
her woman's heart which rebelled against this 

« 

cold anticipation. 

What Nita had said evidently had impressed 
Henry's mind, for in the middle of the night 
she heard him humming to himself in a low 
tone. At length he said — 

"You were talking about my singing to 
day, Nita, were you not ? — ^Well, ever since, I 
have had a verse of one of my songs running 
in my head/' 

" Which is it ?" she asked, soothingly ; " I 
am sorry, for I fear it keeps you awake.** 

" Yes, it does, but I can't help that.** 

** But what is it ?" she again asked. 

" Oh, an old Scotch song; I don't think I 
ever sang it but in India, — and I used to play 
the air upon the flute." 

And again he began to sing in a low 
voice— 
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*' 'Tis hame, hame, hame,— hame I fain wad be, 
Hame, Jbame, hame, to my ain countrie ; 
When the flower is in the bud. 
And the leaf is on the tree, 
The birds will sing me hame to my ain countrie. 



>i 



**And you used to sing that in India?** 
Nita murmured, with diflSculty suppressing a 
burst of weeping ; something in the tone and 
words inexpressibly affected her. 

He went on, as if quite interested in the 
reminiscences called up. 

" Yes, when I was hating India, and want- 
ing to go home so much ; and then he let 
"me — poor, dear Harry !" He paused abruptly, 
a look of troubled anxiety now shadowing his 
countenance. 

Nita hastened to interrupt him. 

"jH"^ is singing that song now, perhaps," 
she said, striving to speak cheerfully. 

" Ah !" he answered, abstractedly, and 
again he murmured with pathetic emphasis^— 
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'' 'TIb hame, hame, hame, — ^'tiB hame I £edn wad be, ' 
I Hame, hame, hame, to my ain coimtrie." 

"But, Henry, you need not say that any 
more ; you are in your ^ ain countrie,* '* Nita 
gaid, almost impatiently, " and in your home, 
too, I hope — everywhere that I am with you." 

He answered, " Yes ;'* but more as if in 
meek concession ; then added under his breath, 
" I shall be there very shortly." 

Her anxious ear caught the whisper, and 
she added — 

" Yes, at Roselands, when you are better." 

" Ah, Roselands would have made a beauti- 
ful home," he repUed, and again turned wearily 
on his pillow, pathetically murmuring, " but 
it was never meant for me, — no matter, — we 
seek one to corned 
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CHAPTER XL 



The condition to which Henry D'Orville 
Stanley was reduced, and from which it was 
so difficult to arouse him, was probably but 
the crisis of a malady of which none could 
date the commencement or trace the insidious 
advances. It would be difficult to determine 
whether it was the cause or effect of the 
strangeness of character and conduct which 
had coloured his married career. 
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People would be more tender of the faults 
and failings of those with whom they have to 
do, if they could only view every inconsistent 
course of action which estranges the affections 
and revolts the sympathy of better-regulated 
minds and healthier natures, more in the light 
in which they would regard some physical dis- 
order, which, though they cannot see the spring, 
or trace its gradual insidious progress, they feel 
none the less bound to tend with love and 
pity, even though severe and painful remedies 
at times must be brought into effect for their 
recovery. Contempt and aversion were not 
the instruments with which the great Physi- 
cian of souls exorcised the poor tormented spirits 
of yore ; and shall we — his poor, weak dis- 
ciples, partakers of the same great inherent 
taints of mental and physical disease, — whose 
very outward superiority, Kes often perhaps in 
that mere " Constance des sageSy^ which De la Ro- 
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chefoucauld says, " nest que Vart de renfermer 
leur offitation dans leur cceur,*^ in that 
power of suppression, of which some broken 
main-spring has deprived another — ^be thus 
cruel and vain-glorious ? 

Not so the true followers of the great Son 
of consolation ; the noblest, purest, greatest of 
mankind are ever those of gentlest, most long- 
suffering character, 

*' Tbe world's a room of sickness, where each heart 
Knows its own anguish and unrest. 
The truest wisdom these and noblest art 
Is his who skills of comfort best. 
Who by the softest sleep and gentlest tone 
Enfeebled spirits own. 
And love to raise the languid eye. 
When like an angeUs wing they feel him fleeting by.'* 

^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ 

It must be ever Juanita's iregretful self- 
reproach, that partly from pride in her own 
strength, partly from her youthful ignorance 
and inexperience in the knowledge and study 
of the human character, she failed so sadly in this 
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duty, when tenderness and forbearance might 
have been effectual in arresting a great evil. 

Those few first weeks of her married life 1 
That moonlight scene, how often' now it re- 
curred to her remembrance. 

The grave tenderness with which the in- 
jured cousin had, as it were, conunitted bis 
weaker relative to her indulgence^ gently re"> 
buked her wayward conduct* 

Ah! how ill she had fulfilled the trust! 
how should she again meet those eyes before 
which she had then quailed, when he came 
to witness, it might be the fatal fruits of which 
her early conduct, perhaps, had sown the 
seed, exciting the passions of jealousy, mis- 
trust, and wrath ? That 



" Wrath with oae we love," 



which 



** Works like madness on the brain 5" 
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passions too powerful for a temperament to 
bear, formed originally for the temple of the 
gentlest and most amiable emotions. 



«( 



£t puis les demis cceurs et les faible natures 
Meurent da premier coup, et les moindres blessores, 
Mais les ames que Dieu fit d'un ciez plus fort^ 
De I'ardeur du combat vivent jusque le mort, 
Et souvent leur blessure est la source des pleurs 
D'oa la baume et rercens distillent mieux qu'ailleurs.*' 



Mr. Townsend had broken to Mrs. D'Or- 
ville Stanley by degrees how her husband had 
lately shown many symptoms of this coming 
crisis, by his conduct and deportment in busi- 
ness transactions; how Mr. Townsend had 
long seen that he was overstraining his nerves 
and energies, acting under excitement rather 
than any sober, genuine interest in what he 
had undertaken. 

He mentioned what Jlenry had once said, 
when he was remonstrated with on the folly 

VOL. III. I 
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of parsuing an occapation which was evidently 
too much for him. 

'' If I do not work, I shall gamble, or drink, 
or go mad/' 

'* So of course I refrained," Mr. Townsend 
added, " from further expostulation ; only it en- 
tailed upon me the double trouble and anxiety 
of having to watch with still greater vigilance 
over every transaction in which my young 
partner might be engaged." 

But during the time which Henry had 
spent in London previous to Juanita's arrival, 
he had almost entirely neglected the business 
of the firm, and taken to clubs and theatres, 
leaving his sister quite alone. 

Robert Fortescue, who happened to come 
to town at this juncture, was the first who 
reported to Mr. Townsend the excitement 
and unnatural manner in which his niece's 
husband was comporting himself;, how he was 
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always in the society of Lord Mulcaster, and 
others of his class, who made it their amuse- 
ment to draw out his peculiarities and con- 
tribute to his excitabiUty. He added, that 
Blanche's position of itself was highly inexpe- 
dient ; that the poor girl, though she did not 
complain, evidently seemed to find it most 
trying and uncomfortable; that her brother 
had begun again to torment her with impor- 
tunities to marry, and with strange fancies 
about his own approaching death. 

Blanche, it seems, had only been able to 
tranquillize him by some promise he had 
extracted from her, which she did not divulge. 
The poor girl looked most thoroughly wret- 
ched, and it was on her account as much 
as on Henry's, that Mr. Townsend had 

written to Miss Rachel to suggest the ex- 

*■ 

pediency of Nita's immediate presence in 
London. 
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This illness he considered rather a favourable 
circumstance ; and it was also the opinion of 
the physician that it was a crisis in his malady, 
a long course of mental excitement acting on 
a too sensitive and susceptible mind and deli- 
cate physical constitution. The latter recom- 
mended great soothing quiet for the time to 
come, and his removal as soon as possible to 
the country. 

"And,** added Mr. Townsend, after he 
had made every necessary, though painful 
communication to his niece, " send for D'Or- 
ville from India, as fast as you can; never 
ask any more leave to do so from your hus- 
band ; we must have him ; his presence is 
quite indispensable : but, to save you all 
trouble, I will write and urge his return by 
the very next mail.** 

Mr. Townsend did so — but, alas I when the 
letter reached its destination, he for whom it 
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was intended, having had an important com- 
mand given to him, was many miles away, en- 
gaged in the fresh war which had broken out 
on the frontiers. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



The order to join the expedition immedi- 
ately followed the letter Captain D'Orville had 
received from Henry, which, strange and in- 
comprehensible as it was, he had determined 
to accept as a favourable answer to the appeal 
which had produced it. Nay, he felt it would 
be but weakness to suffer any longer a course 
of such unreasonable opposition to stand be- 
tween him and so natural a happiness, one, 
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too, in which the well-being of another was 
perhaps still more intimately involved. 

For with all his own regrets and tender 
yearnings towards the happiness denied him, 
Henry could not but own the truth of the 
fact, that man, with the many distractions and 
excitements belonging to his sex, can never 
suffer in such a case, to the same extent, from 
the long heart sickness, to which woman's 
stiU silent life, and their more sensitive and sus- 
ceptible natures, render them liable. 

So Harry D'Orville, in another important 
crisis of his destiny, was called to the battle- 
field, compelled to sacrifice private cares and 
considerations to the service of his country ; 
and those in England, who looked for his 
coming with such anxious and peculiar 
interest, must allow another winter to pass over 
their heads with ominous noiselessness, as if 
all was in a state of suspension for the 
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prolonged expectation of some important 
event. 

And yet it was but this exiled cousin's 
return. And strange to say, the one who 
might have been supposed to be the most 
invigorated by the expectation, and have con- 
templated it with the most unmixed feelings 
of enjoyment, smiled almost as strangely and 
sadly at the idea, as Henry with his fancy- 
stricken and disordered mind. 

The brother and sister clung together in 
this matter with a degree of sympathy and 
understanding, which was a cause of new pain 
and trial to Nita, for it placed her in an isolated 
position ; and day by day, in the retired life, 
' which, on account of her husband's still peculiar 
state of health and spirits, they led at Rose* 
lands, she felt how invigorating would be the 
addition of some stronger, healthier spirit to 
disperse the cloud of morbid peculiarity which 
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seemed to oppress the atmosphere of their 
home, even painfully influencing at times her 
once bright and healthy nature. 

Really — if it had not been for her little, 
joyous children, with their fresh animal life 
and elasticity, to say nothing of the substan- 
tial presence of good Miss Rachel, whose very 
fussiness and earthly carefulness wer^ a relief, 
— the constant companionship of two such un- 
intelligible beings as this brother and sister, 
with their pale transparent countenances and 
large lustrous eyes, would have oppressed 
her with a still greater sense of wildering 
unreality. 

Henry had been removed to Roselands as 
soon as his physical strength permitted ; and, 
except that he became every day thinner and 
more fragile in appearance, there was little 
that any doctor could take hold of in bo- 
dily disease ; he became, for him, singularly 
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still and unexcitable, taking quiet, languid 
interest in his little children, and in 
pursuing some of his old naturalist pur-, 
suits. 

He would not, however, sing, professing to 
have lost his voice from the effects of his ill- 
ness ; but Nita had the pain of fancpng — 

so infectious is the atmosphere of suspicious 
mystery, — that the reason was that in this 

singing her assistance was involved, which 

in the other pursuits was not required, 

and for hours together the melancholy strains 

of his flute might be heard plajdng old 

tunes connected with the remembrance of 

his early musical career, and most of which 

she had never heard him play before, especially 

that— 

** Hame i Hame, hame," 

which had affected her so inexpressively, and 
which now often saddened her ear from the ad- 
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joining music-room, as she sat recalling days 
when it had been so diflFerent, when not a 
note could be played without her attendance ; 
when, indeed, every pursuit was relinquished 
but those in which she could take a share. 

How very melancholy she felt it was to 
be no longer wanted, or rather, for it was not 
that, to fancy the want was there, but that 
some strange delusion, wliich she had lost all 
power to dispel, restrained her husband from 
yielding to his former exacting claims on her 
time and attention. 

She might sing all his songs as well as hers, 
— must be her own minstrel now ; even 
" Juanita," he allowed her ungrudgingly to 
appropriate. 

" In thy heart consenting, to a prayer gone by," 

had become, alas ! painfully realized. 

If Blanche would have been, as before, con- 
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fiding, simple, and affectionate, there would 
have been some consolation ; but though 
ever gentle and sweetly tender to her sister-in- 
law, her manner, as ever, was always too much 
tempeited by that shrinking reserve — that sad 
mystery, entirely chilling any satisfaction she 

might have derived from it. 

Blanche had quite lost her sprightliness ; 

she never sang about the house and garden 

with her bird-like voice, as formerly ; or if 

she did so, it was some low, sad echo of her 

brother's strains. 

And she played sadly with the children, too, 

though they made up by their own liveliness for 

any want of gaiety in their playmate. Nurse 

was much troubled by this changed mood in 

her favourite, particularly as now she could 

never win her to listen to her homely cheer- 

ings, or enter into amicable arguments upon 

the perfections of her absent lover. The old 
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woman shook her head and looked wise. 
Perhaps she thought with Shakspeare — 

" Lovers and madmen have such seatbing brains^ 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends," 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



At length spring approached, and Juanita 
hailed it with pleasure, mingled with trembling, 
with so much nervous feeling did the spirit 
of the others begin to infect her. The winter 
campaign in India was over ; and though he 
did not write home, the papers announced 
that Colonel D'Orville, who had distinguished 
himself highly — in short, literally speaking, 
had covered himself with glory — was ex- 
pected shortly in England. 
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One of the fine early spring days, when the 
windows were all open, and Rosie was dancing 
in and out in hopeless chase of one of the first 
bright butterflies of the season,— 

" A butterfly for papa," she said. 

And the fair baby, Netty, now six months 
old, lay softly nestling in her Aunt Blanche's 
arms, watching her sister's movements, cooing 
gently like a little dove ; Nita, entering from 
the garden with a basket of flowers, fancied 
she perceived upon her husband's coun- 
tenance something more like a look of natiu*al 
happiness, than she had observed for very 
long. 

He was recKning languidly on a sofa, 
smiling at his little daughter. Blanche, too, 
was smiling quite gaily on the baby, as if the 
genial influence of the delicious weather was 
expanding her poor heart into new life also. 

Nita gladly seized on these propitious signs. 
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*' I feel to-day/' she said, cheerily, " just 
as if something very pleasant was going to 
happen — some good thing was coming." 

And throwing down her garden hat, her 
beautiful face more beautiful, if not with quite 
such unshadowed brightness as the day she 
first shone in through the closed blinds of 
that same room on the adventiu*er Henry's 
sleeping eyelids. 

She accidentally seated herself by the open 
piano. Rosie, on perceiving her mother's 
position, arrested her flitting movements, to 
exclaim — 

"Oh! sing, mamma." 

And impulsively Nita struck the notes of 
that same little song which had greeted the 
ears of the bewitched lover, the morning 
after his fated arrival at Roselands, and 
which she scarcely ever remembered to have 
since sung, — 
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" Ov^ the sea, oyer the sea. 
Hear what a bonny bird whispered to me. 
Over the sea, over the sea. 
Some one is coming ere* long,'* &c. &c. &c. 

"Harry, do you remember when you first 

heard me sing that song P" Nita said, turning 

round as the last note died away, and Rosie 

had called out, with energetic avidity, 
" Now for my song, mama — 

" * I'd be a butterfly, bom in a bower.* '* 

Henry lifted his head from the cushion, — 

" Remember it, Nita ! — oh yes !" he said. 

But Nita was grieved to see the wan and 
ghastly smile which the remembrance had 
elicited. 

''And Blanche — ^how does she like it?" 
tummg, with a saddened smUe, to her sister- 
in-law. 

« 

But Blanche's eyes were fixed abstractedly, 
as if to her no coming in the world could be 
a source of gladness; 

VOL. III. K 
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Then Nita turned, wit^ a discouraged sigh, 
to gratify her little daughter's demand ; but 
scarcely had she struck the first chords of the 
required song, when the sounds of cairiagis- 
wheels were heard — and a peal at the hall 
bell followed. 

The idea of some casual morning visitor — 
though these were not very plentiful at present 
— might naturally have suggested itself to the 
trio's minds ; yet each was evidently struck 
with some much more thrilling conviction. 

Nita's hands remained arrested over the 
keys. Henry sunk back faintly on his couch. 
Blanche's eyes dilated, as they fixed them- 
selves like a startled fawn, expectantly on the 
door. It was thrown open, and Sir Herbert 
Loftus was announced. 

That some more than common emotion, 
whether or not connected with the circumstance 
of his sudden arrival, was agitating the party 
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on whom he thus unexpectedly intruded, could 
scarcely have escaped the perception of the 
intelligent visitor, had not his eye first in- 
stinctively fallen upon Blanche, and been so 
sadly startled by her very ethereal anil fragile 
appearance, that for the first moment he saw 
nothing, or rather no one else ; and by the 
time Nita, who had risen and come forward to 
greet him, gained his fuller attention, she, 
though still unnaturally pale, was again the 
self-possessed and courteous hostess, whilst 
the faintness which really overpowered Henry 
and deprived him of the power to rise, was 
easily attributed to the state of health in 
which Sir Herbert had come prepared to find 
him. 

Juanita engaged the Baronet in conversa- 
tion, andx soon Henry was able to join in it. 
But the vision of Blanche and the baby, when 
Sir Herbert turned his head next in the direc- 

K 2 
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tion of the window, had vanished ; and he 
almost immediately said, with grave anxiety 
and interest in his tone— 

" I am sorry to see Miss D'Orville look so 
extremely delicate ; but the news in the paper 
to-day/' he added, with rather a forced 
attempt at a cdreless smile, '' will, I suppose 
make her very happy." 

"What news?" Nita inquired, in a low 
tone, glancing somewhat nervously at her 
husband. 

Sir Herbert took the folded paper from his 
pocket, and giving it to Henry, said, — 

'* The arrival of the Ripon at Portsmouth 
is announced, bringing amongst the passen- 
gers Lt.-Colonel D'Orville, the hero of . 

It is rather strange that I, of all others, 
should be the herald of this good news," he 
added, with the same kind of melancholy 
smile* 
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" Good news, indeed," Nita said, holding 
out her hand for the paper, with no real 
anxiety to see with her eyes, what it was 
quite enough of itself for her to hear, — ^but 
to divert, if possible, attention from her hus- 
band, on whom she coutd scarcely dare to 
hope that this announcement would not have 
some agitating effect. 

She felt her own colour, too, naturally rise, 
and then recede ; and her hand trembled as v 
she began to open the paper, seeing which, 
Sir Herbert politely took it from her to find 
the place. 

" What it is to be a Cousin Harry !" he 
remarked, with a sigh. 

" Poor Blanche !" Nita murmured, ven- 
turing, for the first time, to glance at her 
husband. 

" Poor Blanche, indeed !" he exclaimed, but 
in a different tone of voice. 
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He was sitting up^ looking as pale as 
death, but perhaps unnaturally composed, and 
his eyes fixed and distended with melancholy 
intenseness on his wife. Then turning to Sir 
Herbert, he said, eagerly — 

" You will stay, Loftus ; we cannot suffer 
the herald of such good news to leave us ; and 
Blanche has scarcely seen you. Pray let me 
send a message to the Park, to say, at least, 
that you will not be there till to-morrow — 
that business has detained you — my health, 
or some more interesting construction they 
may put upon it, will plead your excuse. 
Nita, do use your influence, and order Sir 
Herbert's carriage to the stables/' 

Juanita, though feeling a little surprised, 
readily acquiesced in his 'solicitations, and 
added her own most cordially. 

Sir Herbert hesitated evidently less from 
disinclination to the painful pleasure which, 
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all things considered, it must be to him to 
submit, than puzzled at the eagerness with 
which his host urged on him so delicate a 
point. 

He, the rejected suitor, solicited to remain, 
to witness the triumphant arrival of his more 
fortunate rival ! 

But the Baronet, with much that was really 
noble and generous within him, was too much 
a man of the world, too much accustomed to 
look at everything in an artistic point of view, 
to make a painfully sensitive lover ; and even 
setting aside Blanche's attractions, now so 
painful and useless to him, he felt quite sure 
that at the house where he was due this even- 
ing, he should find no one so beautiful or 
agreeable as the lady of Roselands ; therefore 
he was easily persuaded to throw over his ex- 
pectant host and hostess, and remain. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



Henkt appeared much satisfied at having 
gained the point of detaining Sir Herbert, <nd 
became somewhat nervously excited. 

" Very interesting !'* he remarked, as the 
Baronet remonstrated against the cruelty they 
were inflicting by detaining him probably to wit- 
ness the more interesting arrival ; " you don't 
know, Loftus, how the sound of your carriage- 
wheels set all our hearts beating — drove the 
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colour from our cheeks. It is much — ^too 
much, indeed^ to be a Cousin Harry. But I 
warn you not to suppose that your part in 
this fierce or tragedy, whatever the end may 
be, is to be as entirely passive as you suppose, 
that your arrival was not most ominously 
significant, and that there are designs upon 

« 

you beyond what you can naturally con- 



ceive." 



Sir Herbert laughed politely at this myste- 
rious badinage^ turning over in his own mind 
what he had heard of the eccentric excitement 
preceding his host's late illness. 

Juanita, too, was looking anxious and dis- 
turbed, and invited Sir Herbert to walk out 
with her in the garden ; and when there, took 
the opportunity of remarking that her husband 
was naturally made a little nervous by the 
expected arrival of his cousin, the estrange- 
ment which, on Blanche's account, had taken 
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place between them, having all along pain- 
faUy worked upon his sitsceptibie mind. 

" And Miss D'Orville, the prospect of her 
cousin's arrival should surely have had a more 
revivifying influence. I never saw any one 
look so almost fearfully ethereal," 

" I am sorry it so struck you," Nita said. 
"I trust, indeed. Colonel D'Orville's return 

r 

will set us all to rights." 

'' Yes, these long engagements are fearful 
things for young ladies' looks; but Miss 
D'Orville has always been lovely in my 
eyes ; from the first time she appeared before 
me, a school-room young lady emerging from 

underneath the work-table at Mr. Fortescue's 
house in London, — after searching for a lost 
bracelet, or something of the sort — with tum- 
bled hair, and chiffonneed white muslin, all un- 
graceful confusion, as some might have thought, 
— to the almost too spiritual Madonna, she ap- 
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peared to me just now; — I own to you, 
dear Mrs. Stanley, that your sister-in-law 
has. exercised a most irresistible influence 
over my feelings, and one which, I think, 
nothing may tend to dispel so effectually as 
the probation to which I am now heroically 
exposing myself. But where is she ? I hope 
I was not the cause of making her vanish 
just now so quickly, and that my presence 
here will not discompose her. * You and 
her brother must take the blame of it, and 
explain how I was laid hands upon/' 

*' Oh, certainly !" Nita said, smiling ; — 
** Blanche willnot mind; she only carried 
the baby and that noisy little girl of mine out 
of your way." 

" Out of my way ! what a reflection upon 
me I as if I was an ogre ! — I, who think no 
picture perfect without a child on the can- 
vas/' 
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" Oh, yes, on the canvas. Sir Herbert ; — 
that is all very well, but I much doubt 
whether on the tapis they would be likely to 
please you as well. I always make a point 
of sending my children away when visitors 
arrive ; Blanche knows that, and considerately 
vanished with them, as you say." 

"She did, indeed; although, in my opi- 
nion, the baby looked more fit to carry her. 
What will the Colonel think, I wonder, — to 
speak astronomically — of his cousin's extreme 
rarity ?^* 

Something which was passing in the Ba- 
ronet's mind as he spoke these words, whilst 
his eye dwelt on the richness and radiance 
of the face and form before him, as con- 
trasted with the pale star under discussion, 
perhaps the remembrance of the tale which 
gossip connected with the history of the 
heiress and *' Cousin Harry," betrayed itself 



COUSIN HAREY. 141 

on his countenance, for Nita's colour rose, 
and she felt her heart sink involuntarily at the 
erroneous assumption. But she only said, 
overcoming with an eflfort the outward show 
of emotion, and smiling carelessly — 

" I can give you httle hope. Sir Herbert, of 
Colonel D'Orville's taking fright at Blanche's 
spirituahty any more than yourself." 

And Nita and her companion strolled through 
the parterres and gardens to all appearance as 
if there were no such things as care and per- 
plexity, or the " pangs of despised love," in 
existence. 

Nita, feeling rather relieved of a portioH 
of her burden by this contact with more 
matter-of-fact reality than she had been ac- 
customed to for so long a period, and the Ba- 
ronet strengthening himself more and more 
in the r6le of philosophy, as he wondered 
vaguely what strange talismanic power had 
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preserved that peculiarly beautiful woman by 
his side, the calm dignity of demeanour, 
"conscious beauty armed with conscious 
virtue," which distinguished her from almost 
all other beautiful women he had seen, of 
whom a far less amount of conscious attrac- 
tions were sufficient to unsteady the brain 
and feeling, and stamp vanity at best on their 
every word, and look, and action. 

Certainly, there must have been some great 
moral constraint to have preserved her thus 
iatact for he had seen it the same, exposed to 
the bright glare of society. That weak, wild 
husband surely could scarcely have been suf- 
ficient to concentrate all the force of soul 
which must exist in such a woman, with her 
commingled English earnestness and depth, 
and Spanish fire. 

No ; he had heard, of course, as we have 
said before, whispers connecting her in an 
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interesting manner with this favourite cousin 
Harry, rumours of which the mere knowledge 
of the romantic story attached to the circum- 
stances of the heiress's marriage would have 
been enough to lay the foundation, and of 

which that first season in London, when 
they were thrown together so frequently in 
society, had afforded such delightful fund 
for exaggerated confirmation. But he. had 
given all this little consideration, and any 
impression he might have received on the 
subject had been only too fatally dispelled, 
as far as his interest was concerned, by the 
attachment which so naturally interfered with 
his happiness, that subsisting between the 
young sister and her cousin. 

Yet that blush just now, and the emotion 
and excitement caused by the sudden an- 
nouncement of his arrival, did not fail to re- 
vive certain imaginative speculations. But 
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he bad also heard that one of D'Orville Stan- 
ley's morbid fancies was jealousy, so did not 
attach much importance to the case altoge- 
ther, only rather congratulating himself that 
he was going to stay, if it was only to ascer- 
tain how this domestic melodrama would really 
be enacted. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



When they returned to the house, Henry 
had disappeared from the drawing-room, so 
Nita left Sir Herbert to the entertainment of 
Miss Rachel, whom they surprised reposing, 
after a walk to the village, in one of the draw- 
ing-room arm-chairs. 

It was rather to the discomfiture of the 
good lady, who was unaware of the arrival of 
any guest, and who, whilst listening to the 

VOL. III. i* 
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polite conversation of Sir Herbert, was in- 
wardly fussing herself with conjectures as to 
whether Nita had been to the housekeeper to 
order the proper guest-chamber to be prepared, 
and perhaps to make some little alteration 
in their usual dinner. Miss Kachel was still 
allowed by her niece full authority in all 
domestic matters, the latter being too glad to 
escape from duties for which, as yet, she had 
acquired little relish. 

Nita found Henry and Blanche together, 
Henry in his dressing-room, looking very 
pale, and still lying on the sofa. Blanche 
sat by his side. She had evidently been 
weeping. 

Nita went to her, and kissing her, said — 

"You have heard the good news, dear 
Blanche ? — My song was really prophetic." 

Blanche answered by one of her wintry 
smiles. 
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" Nita/' Henry said, " I feel very ill, I shali 
not go down to dinner. You will excuse me 
to Loftus." 

Nita looked annoyed. 

" But, my dear Henry," she said, " why, 
then, ask him to stay ?" 

" Oh, I wished it ; he will not want me. 
You and Blanche are quite equal to amuse 

him. Blanche has promised and I will 

see him in the evening." 

Nita could urge no further ; and though 
she had no reason to imagine that, except from 
the nervous shock which the sudden announce* 
ment of Harry's return had occasioned, there 
was much amiss with her husband, still she 
could not but feel anxious, particularly as he 
insisted upon going to bed before they went 
to dinner, and being left alone. 

Before going down to the drawing-room, 
dressed in her old favourite costume, her 

L 2 



14S OOUSDi HASKT. 

Spanish mantQla, black lace dress, with scarlet 
geraniums from the green-house in her hair, she 
again visited her hnsband.* 

*' Nita/' he said, fixing his eyes upon her, 
urith a fond, admiring gaze, "you look ex- 
actly as you did the first night we dined 
together." 

" Do I ?" she answered, cheeringly ; **well, I 
am glad to hear that : since years have passed 
over my head, and I am so much older/' 

**Poor Nita! — ^Yes, they have been long, 
troublesome years for you ; a long,- wintry 
spring. But spring must pass before the sum- 
mer comes. You will soon be rewarded. Je 
ne mis pas la rose^ maisfai vecuprea ^eUe!^ 
And with a melancholy laugh he turned 
from her on his pillow, as the dinner bell just 
then rang. 

She went down stairs, her fine eyes charged 
with the care and anxiety with which her 
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husband's strange moods never failed to in- 
spire her, and found Sir Herbert, Blanche, 
and Miss Rachel already there. 

She was much struck by Blanche's appear- 
ance, and was not surprised, though a Uttle 
startled, to see the Baronet bending over her 
with an admiring devotedness, rather more 
glad and hopeful than in a rejected suitor 
might have been expected. 

But Blanche was looking very lovely in the 
freshest and airiest of white attires, with de- 
licate, spring flowers in her fair hair and 
bosom. 

Her cheeks were delicately flushed, and 
tinted with a rosy blush, and her eyes looked 
unusually large and lustrous, as they were 
lifted with ] a kind of wild, shy, fearful 
earnestness to Sir Herbert's down-turned 
countenance. 

Blanche did not talk much during the meal. 
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she never did on these occasions^ but the 
visitor seemed scarcely to expect or desire 
conversation from one who, to judge from his 
looks, he appeared to consider so angelic. 

He talked to Mrs. Stanley, but glanced 
more constantly at Blanche, and paid her every 
Uttle attention in his power, which she on her 
part received with a strange nervous empresse-^ 
ment, to shew herself not insensible to his 
notice. 

All this astonished her sister, who expected 
to have found her absent, and absorbed this 
evening in one only feeling — that of expecta- 
tion of the arrival which might be expected any 
moment. 

" How lovely Harry would think her if he 
arrived to-night,'' she thought ; " but what has 
come over her, I cannot imagine ? that the 
immediate prospect of this looked-for return 
has excited her in so different a manner from 
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what one would have expected ; — why does she 
force herself so painfally to smile on Sir Herbert, 
and evidently awake hopes and wishes in his 
heart, which must for ever be relinquished ?'* 
And more impatiently than ever Nita longed 
for the event which she hoped would dissolve 
the spell of mystery which brooded over them. 
But Harry did not come that night, though 
at every sound her heart suspended its beatings, 
thinking it might be his carriage- wheels. 
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CHAPTER XVL 



Sib Herbert spent an hour upstairs with 
Henry, who desired to see him after dinner. 

When he returned to the drawing-room, 
Nita, rather anxious as to the impression which 
her husband's present mood might have pro- 
duced upon her guests, remarked only a look 
of pleased bewilderment upon his coun- 
tenance. 

He seated himself almost immediately by 
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Blanche's side, and continaed there, whilst 
Nita sang and played the rest of the evening. 

Henry had a restless night, much Uke those 
preceding his iUness in London ; the palpita- 
tions of his heart, and the pulses of his head, 
were working fearfully. 

Nita was seriously alarmed — ^but towards 
the morning, when she herself slept for the 
first time, he sunk into a deep sleep, from 
which he had not awakened when she went 
down stairs to breakfast. 

Sir Herbert then announced as a matter of 
polite necessity, independent of his host's ill- 
ness, his departure for C. Park that morn- 
ing. 

He seemed to have lost the wish of the day 
before, to exercise his philosophic calmness by 
exposing himself to the ordeal of Colonel 
D'Orville'sarrival. His manner towards Blanche, 
however, was singularly hopeful and significant. 
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and he took leave of the whole party as if in- 
tending to see them again very shortly. 

Henry continued to sleep with unnatural 
soundness throughout the morning, waking 
but partially for a few moments at intervals. 
Nita did not quite feel easy. The usual com- 
posing draught which she had given him in 
the middle of the night, never affected him in 
this manner. She made some attempts to 
rouse him, but these efforts on her part seemed 
to cause him such painful uneasiness, that she 
finally forbore, contenting herself with sending 
for the medical man ; who, however, happened 
to be away when the message was delivered. 

All the morning, and far into the afternoon, 
Nita sat near her husband in the room where he 
slept so strangely, or in her dressing-room ad- 
joining, alone for the most part, for Miss Stanley 
was busy with her usual avocations, and only 
came in now and then to inquire and wonder. 
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and beg her niece not to be uneasy ; and Blanche, 
Nita had persuaded to occupy herself as usual 
down stairs, and enjoy the beautiful weather 
out of doors, with the children, or in her 

garden. 

It was a glorious day, indeed — one of the 
earliest of May, when nature seems to have 
showered down its choicest treasures of delight 
upon all creation. 

What wealth of green and gold and every 
hue, most beautiful and harmonious to the eye, 
was spread on grass and flower and tree ! with 
what luxury of scent and sounds the air was 
laden ! 

No signs which speak as yet of tarnish and 
decay — no note of death or sorrow in their 
voice. All is fresh and bright, and glad- 
some as the day when the great work was 
finished — " When the morning stars sang to- 
gether, and all the sons of God shouted for joy." 
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What mortal man can quite resist its in- 
fluence ? The joyous must feel more glad ; 
even the sad must lay their burthen down and 
feel less sorrowful, for it seems the earnest of 
a fuller and more perfect renewal of all things 
— of a still more joyful resurrection ; a pro- 
mise of beatitude which no eye of man has 
seen, or that has entered into the heart of any 
to conceive. 

The chastening hand of the Almighty 
must be indeed heavy on that being — the 
light of his countenance turned sorely from 
him, there must be something very wrong in 
the mechanism of his moral nature, if he 
shuts his heart against the charmer's voice, 
which at this season of the year calls on all 
creation so universaUy to rejoice — " To 
praise and magnify the name of the Lord for 
ever." 

Some reflections of this kind, in a great 



(JOTJSIN HARRY. 157 

measure, occupied Juanita's mind as she stood 
at the window and looked over the park all 
bright with sunshine, where the deer were 
bounding by, and breathed the freshness of 
the wind, which seemed to brace every nerve 
and banish the morbid sense of languor borne 
on the air, laden with aromatic sweetness. 
And the heart of this beautiful young woman, 
formed so richly for enjoyment, swelled with 
admiring, wondering gratitude at the greatness 
and goodness of the unseen hand which gilded 
with such glorious beauty the habitation of the 
sinful children of men — sinful the most in 
their ingratitude — in their want of Uvely , heart- 
felt gratitude to their great benefactor who 
crowneth, not only the earth but their own 
individual lives with tender mercies and loving- 
kindness — - 

^* Ingrates, who wear a smileless face 
The whole year through," 
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Ala8» for this last suggestion to impress her 
«idly, she had but to turn back to the large 
luxurious chamber in which she found herself. 
Upon that easy couch on which lay stretched 
tlie sleeping form of her husband — ^her hus- 
band — on whom, with herself, had been be- 
stowed every gift of fortune so abundantly ; 
who should have been standing by her side 
blessing God Ukewise for all his benefits, in- 
stead of lying there in this ominous stupor, 
so still and marble pale, his energies, mental 
and bodily, prostrated by homeless fancies, by 
indefinable ailments, which baffled the phy- 
sician's skill to relieve. 

His life, his strength, his talents, wasted in 
remediless discontent — in morbid, senseless 
woe — 

" Tristi fummo, 
Nell , aer dolce che del sol s'allegra, ^ 
Or ci attristiam nella belletta negra/' 

There is a striking warning contained in 
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these words, placed by Dante in the mouths of 
one class of his tormented, which it would be 
well for all to consider when tempted to give 
way to the same spirit of morbid self-martyr- 
dom. Those who having so much, are never- 
theless never satisfied, who " die daily *' — ^not 
the anticipated death of the righteous Christian, 
but that of the terrified imaginist. 

Those who magnify every evil, meet more 
than half way every sorrow and disappoint- 
ment ; in short, look at the black side of every- 
thing— 

Truly it may be said, 

" Some murmur when their sky is clear 
And wholly bright to view, 
If one small speck of dark appear 
In their great heaven of blue." 
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CHAPTER XVIL 



It was about four o'clock in the afternoon, 
when the day was still in its glory, and 
Henry had but awakened for a short interval, 
and with great diflficulty had been persuaded 
to take a small quantity of soup, and then 
relapsed into this slumbering stupor, whilst 
Juanita still watched with increasing anxiety 
for the doctor's arrival. 

Her little children's voices had just died 
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away on her ear as they were taken by the 
nurses for an extended walk over the park; 
and she had just seen Blanche pass the 
flower-garden beneath the window to her 
own littiie particular parterre, with its garden 
and summer-house, when she was startled 
by seeing the figure of a gentleman ap- 
proaching fast by the short cut over the park 
from the eastern entrance gate. 

His quick, firm, assured step and mien be- 
spoke him no stranger, neither was he the 
doctor, nor Sir Herbert, whom she at first 
tried to imagine might have been moved 
by an irresistible attraction to return thus 
speedily. 

But her heart and eye never for a mo- 
ment, even at that undistinguishable distance, 
really deceived her. 

Who, even the most shortsighted, was ever 
really mjistaken in the outline of a figure 

vol. TIT. M 
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once well-imprinted on the surface of the 
mind's eye ? 

Yet Nita never moved nor stirred from 
her post ; it gave her a strange, indescribable 
feeling, seeing that long and earnestly-expected 
one, whom miles, and mountains, and seas, 
and climes had so entirely divided — he who, 
instead of the fresh greensward on which he 
trode, the clear, elastic air he now breathed, 
and the peaceful sounds which greeted his 
ear,. had endured for four long years the sol- 
dier's hardships-been beset with every perU 
which attends the soldier in a scorching, 
foreign clime ; — " The pestilence that walketh 
in darkness, and the destruction that walketh 
at noon-day;" — had trampled on the battle 
field with deadly missiles flying round his 
head, the sounds of warlike horror in his 

ears. 

To see him, like a figure in a dream, 



■% 



COUSIN HARRY. 163 

approaching thus securely their quiet habi- 
tation, kept by the power of Him,, who to 
the godly is a shield and buckler. It im- 
pressed her strangely, almost with a feeling 
of awe. 

Her heart had beaten tumultuously at first ; 
but now, the wild regret, the passionate emo- 
tions in which she had once indulged with 
respect to that same being, recurred to her, 
but with a sense of humility and sadness, 
like that with which we recal the memory 
of those removed' to a sphere too high and 
holy, for their earthly renewal. 

Yet there was something intensely human, 
too, in his bearing ; the slight bend in his 
naturally erect and military figure, showing 
that his bodily strength had not entirely es- 
caped the trying ordeal of clime and hard- 
ships, or the still moiie exhausting effect of 
mental disquietudes. 

M 2 
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In the relaxed speed of his firm, quick foot- 
step as he Beared the mansion — in the very 
look with which he raised hisr eyes towards 

it as he approached, could be detected the 
fact, that he was a man susceptible of the 

deepest and keenest sensibilities, which none 
of life's hardness, human unkindness, or 
ingratitude, had yet had power to crush, 
however, it might be his prince-like temper, 
as it ever is, with the highest hearts, to 
strive upwards, like the palm tree, when most 
burdened. 

Not till Harry lyOrville had come so near 
that he was lost to her sight, did Nita turn 
away from the window into the room. She did 
not leave it — she only went and sat down by 
her husband's side — ^poor Henry, the bruised 
reed! — and waited — not entirely calm, that 
would have been impossible — but with a 
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sense of security and support, such as the 
advent of a good man seldom fails to infuse 
into the hearts of those he is destined to in- 
fluence. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 



Harey D'Orvillb had thought it best to 
proceed to Roselands without the formality of 
a letter of announcement. 

The uncertainty which attended his arrival 
with respect to the manner his cousin Henry's 
mind might be disposed towards him — ^what 
new change might have come over his capri- 
cious fancy since he had written his strangely- 
worded consent to his return, had determined 
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him to act on Mr. Townsend^s later recom- 
mendation. 

It was a nervous step to take, all circum- 
stances considered, but he thought it best 
that so it should be — he therefore only re- 
mained in London one day — saw Mr. For- 
tescue, and having there reUeved his mind in 
a degree as to the position of things at Rose- 
lands, and the state of Henry's mental and 

bodily health, he started for shire. 

Arriving at the little town of by two 

< 
o'clock, the fresh beauty of the day induced 

him to proceed on foot to his destination, 
making rather shorter work of the familiar 
pathways than the stranger Henry, in his ad- 
venturous and eventful peregrination had done 
some four years ago. 

At the eastern entrance gate, the same 
comely portress, grown only more buxom 
during the lapse of intervening years, ad- 
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mitted him with smiles as full of cordial^ as- 
tonished welcome, as those the younger Henry 
had elicited on the first eventful occasion 
of his presenting himself at the lodge gate 
of Roselands, as the suitor from India, who 
was to marry their young lady; one so 
anxiously expected by all the dependants, who 
thought it a shame and a sin, that such a 
beautiful young lady should be shut up so 
closely : not a gentleman allowed within a mile 
of her, on peril of their lives. 

So now the sympathy of this class of the 
community was again excited in the cause of 
Miss D'Orville, that sweet young lady, whom 
every one loved — whose delicate looks were 
pretty generally associated with the Captain 
D'Orville, whose kindly, noble disposition had 
won its universal influence during his stay at 
Roselands. Indeed, this same lady before had 
sometimes felt her self-complacency a little 
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lowered when boasting of what she had done 
upon that occasion, how she had hazarded ad- 
mitting the young stranger on her own respon- 
sibility ; by hints from those who knew the 
story that she had let in the wrong one after all, 
and that the nobler, finer-looking, gentleman, 
the elder cousin, had been the one in reality 
intended for the young lady of Boselands ; on]y, 
as the saying goes, "First come, first served ;" 
and sure the other was, after all, well enough ; 
and, "It was an ill wind that blows nobody 
any good.'' And she did not *grudge even the 
Colonel now to such a young lady as Miss 
D'Orville. 

And so again the good woman smiled at 
the Indian hero through the gate exultingly, 
then sent her little girl slily off to the bell- 
ringers to tell of his arrival. 

But D'Orville had not failed first to inquire, 
with a degree of nervous anxiety, as he re- 
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turned, with kindly graciousness, her pleased 
and respectful manifestation^ 

" All well at Roselands, I hope r 

" All well, I thank you, Sir — that is to say, 
you will find Miss D'Orville looks a little deli- 
cate, perhaps ; and the young master, who is 
never quite strong, as one may say, at any time ; 
and this morning, by the bye, there was a 
message sent for the doctor^ but nothing at 
all to signify, I know ; and they had Sir Her* 
bert Loftus staying there last night, and he 
only left this morning." 

Harry D*Orville thanked her, and hastened 
on, his sense of anxiety but little less. 

He chose one of the shorter paths over the 
park, as we have before seen ; and through all 
the various emotions with which the peculiar 
circumstances of his arrival thrilled his heart, 
the aspect and character of the place, the al- 
most paradisical peace and loveliness of all 
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around him, so strikingly contrasted with the 
scenes and circumstances of his life for the few 
years past, impressed his mind with the un- 
definable feeling with which such loveliness 
inspires some hearts ; 
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That feeling of sadness and longing. 
That is not akin to pain, 
And resembles sorrow only 
As the mist resembles rain." 



What is this ? Is it the promise ever sound- 
ing in the pilgrim's ear of rest, yet suffering 
the heart but for a brief space to repose 
beneath its soothing influence on the pleasant 
places of the earth. 

" For ye are not come unto the resty and the 
inheritance which the Lord your God ffiveth 
theer Not till the Jordan is past — till the 
better things in reserve for you be attained, 
shall the struggling smile be unyoked from the 
clinging sigh. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



Haert D'Orvillb was more and more im- 
pressed with the deep stillness which reigned 
around him. 

No human being was in sight. He was 
unaware of the lustrous eyes looking down 
upon him — of the thoughts and feelings which 
the sight of his approach had stirred. 

There is always something vaguely oppressive 
in our approach to some large lone house from 
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which we may have been any length of tune 
absent^ and in the welfare of whose inmates 
we are warmly interested. It looks down 
upon us, as it were, with its many vacant eyes, 
cold and irresponsive. Its stone walls may 
have ears, we know, for so the proverb says ; 
but where is the tongue to tell what our souls, 
our eyes, long to penetrate at a glance, at once 
to grasp and to discover? 

A dull, cold blank seems to interpose be- 
tween our yearning sympathies, and the living 
life within; we do not reaUze the sense of 
happiness which we may have anticipated to 
enjoy, until this material barrier is passed. 
But in the front part of Roselands, with its 
poifits and pinnacles, on which every ray of 
sunshine loved to play and glitter, and the 
fancy fowls from their neighbouring cotes to 
perch and flutter, there was a cheerfulness in 
the aspect whk^h seemed to banish every feeling 
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of misgiving, even in the most fianciful. 
Henry D'Orville was just prevented ringing 
the bell by the appearance of Miss Stanley, 
who came breathlessly across the court towards 
him. 

A most cordial greeting took place between 
them, and then she led him, with silent signifi- 
cance, into the house to the drawing-room; 
where, at the same time, she excited and re- 
lieved his anxiety, by her account of Henry's 
present condition. 

But she must apprise dear Nita of Colonel 
D'Orville's arrival ; she would know best about 
taking him to see his cousin, and preparing 
him for the meeting, when this unnatural sleep 
was exhausted. 

" And Blanche?" Colonel D'6rville anxiously 
inquired. 

*^ Yes, Blanche, dear child, where was she ? — 
she believed in her garden-<-would he then 
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go to her, or should she ring and send the 
servant to tell her ?" 

But the Colonel scarce waited to hear this 
latter proposition before he was off, and with 
lover-like alacrity had stepped out of the win- 
dow upon the lawn — and with one of her 
" dear, dears,^' Miss Stanley took herself up- 
stairs to her nephew's apartment, to tell the 
great news. She softly entered, and made 
significant signs to Nita, seated by her hus- 
band's side. 

Nita rose to meet her. 

" My dear, he is come," Miss Rachel whis- 
pered. 

" Yes, I saw him/' 

** I thought I would come to tell you, and 
see about Henry," 

"Dear aunt, I wish Doctor T— would 



come." 



"Yes, we cannot quite like this long 
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sleeping — but will you go to Colonel D*Or- 
viUe ?".j 

" Where is he ? — ^in the drawing-room ?" 

" No, he asked for Blanche — I told him she 
was in the garden, and he went off there like 
a shot — but go to them, my dear, I will take 
your place by Henry/' 

"No, aunt, we had better leave them a 
little longer together." 

And again Nita sat down by her husband's 
bedside-— to wait. 



Harry D'Orville found his way to Blanche's 
little parterre. 

She was standing in the midst, her fair 
head uncovered, seemingly quite absorbed in 
some little horticultural operation — her sweet 
but sad countenance showed that the outward 
world had not so entirely her thoughts. 

She did not look up till Harry D'Orville 
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stood nearly beside her — ^then, except that the 
large garden scissors she held dropped to the 
ground, she manifested little of the startled 
emotion that might have been expected. 

Tremblingly drawing off the garden, glove 
which encased it, a hand, far too delicately 
white, was placed in her cousin's — her eyes 
dilating with nervous bewilderment rather 
than with joy, as they returned his anxious 
and affectionate gaze. 

" Blanche, my dearest," he then murmured 
in tones of tender emotion, and drew her closer 
towards him. But she shrank, rather than 
yielded to the movement. 

He then, with anxiety and disappointment, 
per&ived that there was no childlike abandon- 
ment to feeling now — no intense soul ex- 
pansion, such as had coloured their cathedral 
meeting, in her present look and bearing. 

" Blanche,*' he continued, " are you not 
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glad that I am come ? — you have not surely 
forgotten me — years have not blotted out 
your love ?" 

" Oh, no, no," Blanche murmured, in an- 
swer to these enquiries. " I am very, very 
glad — we are all so glad — ^we have wished for 
you so long." 

But her head sank sadly upon her bosom, 
and she could say no more. 

Harry drew her unresisting arm gently 
within his own. She did not cling to it, as 
that morning at Antwerp, when he had done 
the same, though she trembled exceedingly. 

All this but too plainly told him there was 
something wrong. He did not force an expla- 
nation, but went on to say, — 

" Tell me about your brother." 

They sat down in the little summer-house, 
and then Blanche gave her account of Henry. 
She did not colour her relation very highly, 
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but her very hesitation, and the faintness of 
her detail, showed the cousin that he must 
not expect to find the removal of the former 
causes of trouble and discomfort on Henry's 
account ; — that time had not tended to 
strengthen his mind and character, or remove 
the morbid evil which had taken possession 
of his mind. 

" But you will do him good," Blanche con-* 
tinned softly ; " Nita has been wishing so often 
for your arrival on that account,*' she added, 
and looked away, and blushed, " Poor Nita !" 
as with an effort she seemed to press down 
some spasm of inward pain, which made a 
sudden paleness succeed the heightened colour, 
" she bears all so bravely, and with so little 
support/' 

" But from you, dear Blanche ; and now 
she will have us both together to support 
her/' 

N 2 
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Blanche wept. Those words " both toge- 
ther," smote the inward fountain of her heart. 
She looked up with a wild, pitiful expression 
in Harry's face ; but when he would have 
passed his arm around her, and made her 
weep those tears upon his breast, she flung 
herself from him, and resting her head and 
arms upon the rustic table before them, the 
pent-up sorrow of so many a long and weary 
hour seemed to burst forth spontaneously from 
her poor heart. 

Harry's low-breathed words of soothing 

and encouragement seemed but to increase^ the 
violence of her grief — violence which appeared 
as if tl^reatening to annihilate the frail form 
by which it was shaken. 

Colonel D'Orville was alarmed and dis- 
tressed — what a greeting at his return, which 
he hoped would have been all peaceful glad* 
ness! 



"N 
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Those sobs and moans mingled strangely 
with the din of beUs, which, in obedience to 
the lodge-keeper's suggestion and announce- 
ment, clashed suddenly from the steeple of 
the village church upon the air with congra- 
tulatory merriment. 

They startled in a degree Blanche's pa- 
roxysm, and looking up, she gasped a wish that 
Harry would go and see Henry and Nita. 
She must know of his arrival now — and for 
herself, she was too weak ; if he would leave 
her now, she would be better presently. 

But when he silently acquiesced, rising 
with regretful sadness in his pale countenance, 
mixed with grave disappointment and surprise, 
there came a terror over her, that she had 
angered or wounded his feelings, by this un- 
explained excitement, and, with a cry of an- 
guish, she implored him to remain. 

He turned back immediately, and then, im- 
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pulsivelyi she strefched forth her arms, and 
was folded to bis heart. 

" Oh, forgive me, Harry," she mnrmured ; 
'' I thought it would be so easy before I had 
seen you — ^that — '' and she sobbed forth, " I 
determined to do it — but oh ! it is a painful 
wrench. However, go now, dear cousin, for 
even if it is for the last time, I shall be hap- 
pier, now that I have felt myself once more 
pressed affectionately to your kind heart." 

And Harry D'Orville really left Tier, with 
still greater anxiety to have light thrown upon 
this ominous celebration of his return. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



Colonel D'Orvillb returned to the draw- 
ing-room through the open window. No one 
was there. He was about to pass into the 
hall, not suflBciently calm to remain there 
waiting patiently, when the door was thrown 
open, and a little Hebe-like child ran in, at 
the first sight of him calling out, "Papa!" 
then perceiving her mistake, stood staring 
with her large, dark eyes, quite unabashed ; 
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smiling, and unresisting when he kissed her, 
asking whether she had ever heard of papa's 
cousin Harry? 

^' Yes/' she said she had, and immediately 
proceeded to ask him in her turn, with much 
interest, if he had come all the way from the 
hot country in a ship, and other childlike 
questions, as he looked with tender, inquiring 
interest on the bright little face. 

Harry D'Orville was one of the few men 
who genuinely love children — perhaps because 
it requires a greater depth of mind than many 
are possessed of ; and the unwonted gratifica- 
tion of having one of these Uttle ones so 
confidingly and caressingly responding to his 
tenderness, was almost the best consolation to 
his wounded spirit he could have met with 

after his late disappointment and consequent 
distress. 

Nita soon came, and finding them thus. 
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a bright smile chased for the moment any 
nervous agitation of countenance with which 
she had come down to meet the cousin, 
on being informed by Miss Rachel that she 
had seen him from the window, returning alone 
from his interview with Blanche. Harry im- 
mediately put down the child, and it was in 
grave silence that they met, so intense were 
the feelmgs of both their hearts. 

But soon these clouds dispersed into calm 
pleasure, and they were talking quietly, though 
anxiously, like two long-parted friends, Rose 
leaning against her mother's knees between 
them — talking of Henry, his past and present 
condition, of Blanche, and all that Nita could 
bring forward in order to throw a softening Ught 
on the scene which Harry so anxiously detailed. 

It was, she said, only her nervous, har 
rassed spirits, which had been tried, beyond 
their strength, by hope deferred, almost to its 
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annihilation — by the influence and infection of 
her poor brother's state. All would — ^must 
be — right now he had come. She hoped too, 
but with less certain expectation, that this 
would be the case with Harry. 

" We all wanted you sadly to cheer, to *- 
strengthen us ; we have had a weary time 
of it, dear Harry, since we saw you last. I 
should have fainted, I beUeve, on the way, 
had it not been my earnest desire in some 
measure to supply your place towards the 
two beings deprived of your support-^— a stay 
which had become so necessary to them both, 
that without it they drooped. I trust,*' she 
added in a low, humble tone of voice, " that, 
as far as I was able, I have performed my 
duty, and you must not lay it wholly to my 
charge, if I have succeeded but very imper- 
fectly in my aim." 

Harry D'Orville was touched by the earnest 
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manner and the under-tone of sadness in 
which these words were spoken. 

How diflTerent from the last private meeting ! 
The wild, passionate, restless regrets which 

had thrilled her every tone, and gleamed in 
every glance. He could scarcely trust himself 
to reply directly to the humble estimate of 
herself which her words implied. 

" She had done all well and nobly," he was 
sure ; and he added gravely and sorrowfully — 
" You must not, dear Nita, put too much faith 
in the influence of any mental or moral in- 
fluence in poor Henry^s case. I fear, if your 
affectionate care has failed, there must be some 
evil at work. Does he still sleep ? May I 
not see him? I long for, yet dread the 
meeting." 

Harry's heart was even more distresed than 
he allowed it to appear. 

What a re-union, after their long separation, 
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when he hoped it would have been under such 
much happier and propitious circumstances. 
All seemed gloom — the prospect on every 
side dark and lowering. And when Nita, 
having come to the conclusion that it were 
best to take him at once to Henry^ to risk 
the arousing power of his presence, for the 
doctor had seen him and pronounced the state 
to be both unnatural and in a degree alarming, 
his feelings almost overpowered him. 



The loud, sudden peal of the church bells 
had produced a magic effect in awakening 
Henry from his trance. 

He opened his eyes immediately, sat up, 
and said, in the most cheerful and natural 
manner possible — 

" Oh, is he come ?" 
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"Who?" Nita asked, fearful of being too 
premature in seizing upon this favourable and 
unlooked'for sign of returning consciousness. 

" Who — why, I thought it was our Indian 
hero they were making all that noise 
about." . 

" Well, perhaps it is. Shall I bring him 
to you, if he is come ?" 

" Presently — ^let me collect my senses and 
ideas — then let him come." 

" Shall Aunt Rachel sit with you during my 
absence ?" 

" No — ^I would rather be alone, thank you — 
where is Blanche ?" 

"With Harry in the garden, I believe. 
Aunt Rachel sent him there to find her, when 
she came up to tell me." 

"Ah, well, don't wait any longer — go to 
them. Poor Blanche ! Let me look at you, 
Nita. Beautiful Nita. He will think you 



190 COUSIN HARRY. 

more beautiful than ever — and so good. He 
will care most for that, poor fellow .... I 
should have liked to have looked upon his 
noble face once more .... But what am I 
talking about ? You will bring him to me. 
Yes, go, dearest, — remember, not before half 
an hour has passed. You can tell him all 
about me — how I teazed and wearied you for 
so many a long and tedious day — how little I 
trusted you — yes, you, who have been so 
good, so self-denying, so kind, to a poor, weak 
wretch, so nobly as you have borne with 
me. Yes, Nita — ^you need not shake your 
head and disclaim this sincere praise — it is 
quite true — you have done nobly — bravely ; — 
for no woman ever had much more to bear 
from the conduct of a husband, from first 
to last. It began in deceit, and ended 
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" My dear Henry, now you are cruel to 
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me," Nita said, with tears in her eyes, en- 
deavouring to interrupt thes# painful words. 

But he continued — 

" You will show him the children, Nita — 
my beautiful children — no — no — don't do 
that," beginning to talk wildly. 

Nita thought it best to put an end at once 
to this scene, and requesting Miss Rachel to 
remain in the adjoining room, she brought 
Harry upstairs at the end of the stated half- 
hour. Henry was again sleeping. 

She left Harry D'Orville standing by his 
cousin's bedside. 

How changed was the beautiful face before 
him. Beautiful still in outline and feature — 
but where was the bright flush of health, of 
calm, youthful repose, in that pale, marble 
countenance, with its set, anxious, most pain- 
ful expression ? 

Harry was deeply and unfeignedly affected, 



192 COUSIN HARRY. 

and Nita felt that it would be a relief if she 
left him alone with his poor sleepmg com- 
panion, therefore she went to the summer- 
house, in search of Blanche. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



What Harry had told Nita with regard to 
his interview with Blanche, had pajji^d and 
disturbed her more than ever on her acoouQt ; 
and she determined, if possible, to draw her 
much-loved sister, by firm and serious expostu- 
lation, from her present morbid state of mind. 

She found the unhappy girl half stretched 
across the arbour table, as Harry had left her, 
quite exhausted by the violent emotion she 
had undergone. 

VOL. III. o 
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Blanche lifted up her head like a poor ghost 
at Ijfita's approach. 

" What is all this ?" Mrs. Stanley said with 
grave sadness. " It is most cruel to Harry, 
after his long exile from those he loved ; his 

faith and hope in your continued affection, to 
return and find his coming a source, not of 
joy, but of inexplicable misery. This was a 
distress he did not expect to have, added to 
that which my poor Henry's condition must 
occasion him." • 

"Nita, Nita, do not reproach me; wait, 
only wait, and you will see how it will be. 
Henry and I love you so very much, Nita ; 
you and Harry must forgive us if we have 
caused you sorrow during the past. Forgive 
me if I have borne no better the great, great 
sacrifice I would make for your sake, but I 
have prayed to be directed ; only now have 
patience with me, you and Harry both." 



% 
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Nita endeavoured to interrupt her, but 
Blanche seemed determined to unburtheu her 
he^irt of its load. 

** Henry, poor dear Henry will die,** she 
sobbed forth ; " his doom is sealed." 

" Blanche,'* Nita now resolutely interrupted, 
" why will you distract and confuse me by 
this wild talk ? Henry, die — sacrifice ! What 
sacrifice do you think would be procured by 
Henry's death and your misery, but that 
which I should trample indignantly under my 
feet ?" 

And Nita's eyes flashed with indignant fire, 
her colour rose — her whole form dilating with 
offended feeling, as thoughts and imaginations 
explanatory of Blanche's words instinctively 
suggested themselves. 

Blanche shrunk at first from the storm of 
noble emotion she had excited ; but gazing on 
her sister-in-law, so grand, so beautiful in her 

3 
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excHemeat — a rush c^ aflFectionate adminliQii 
ovarpowered ewerj other sentiment of her 
weaker nature; and, dinging to Xita like the 
frail Tine round a more ma jestic stay, impkxed 
her not to be angry with her ; to beHere, think 
only that she was ready and willing to lay 
down her life for her dear sake, and (or 

Harry's. 

'' Then for my sake and Harry's/' Nita sttd 
a little sternly, '* lay aside, Blanche, a course 
of conduct, and use not words which do us 
both wrong, as well as causing us distress and 
perplexity. Be your own natural self of 
other days, dear sister — the Blanche who was 
once our joy and stay, and comfort. Take 
warning, dearest," she continued in a softened 
tone, " by poor, poor Henry ; rather than suf- 
fer yourself to be infected by the capricious 
fancies, which, unchecked at first, and morbidly 
fostered, have influenced his whole being phy- 
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sically and mentally, in this deplorable, nay, I 
fear almost fatal, manner." 

Blanche's tears did not cease to flovir, but 
there was less of agony perhaps in the feelings 
of her heart — she had spoken — told the worst. 

True are those words of Shakespeare's — 

*' Give sorrow words ; the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o'erfraught heart — and bids it break." 

And this long silence towards her noble sister 
had well nigh broken hers. 

•^I know, poor little darling," continued 
Nita most soothingly, "that you have had 
much, very, very much to try your spirits; 
but cheer up, Blanche," she added still more 
gently and sadly, "you need never feel the 
want of a strong noble arm to lean upon, to 
support your weakness, and guide you uuto all 
good. Surely, purely it would be worse than 
folly to thrust it wantonly aside when offered 
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thus; oh, grasp it, Blanche, tightly, firmly, 
lest you be punished by its being taken out 
of your way. It is a sorrowful thing for a 
weak woman to be without some such sup- 
porting stay. Yet," she added, her rich full 
voice thrilling into melody less sorrowful, " if 
it makes us lean the firmer through faith upon 
the only sure trust, then dear Blanche "" — 

" Oh ! Nita, Nita," interrupted the excited 
girl, " you are both, so good and great — no one 
but he is good and great enough for you; 
oh forgive me if I still implore you to allow 
me to keep my promise to Henry ;" and again 
clinging to her sister, she looked up in her 
face with imploring eyes, as one might suppli- 
cate another to accept the sacrifice of a life to 
save their own. But again Nita put Blanche*8 
arms from around her — firmly, and with a 
degree of sternness she said, fixing her magical 
eyes upon her — 
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" Blanche, say at once, do you love Harry 
or do you not ?" 

Blanche's head drooped upon her bosom, 
moaning a feeble — 

"Yes, I do." 

' Which seemed to come from the lowest 
depths of her heart. 

*' Then let me hear nothing more of this ;" 
Nita said, " any promise to poor Henry, in his 
present state of mind, can be as nothing in com- 
parison to what you owe to Harry, to yourself, 
and I may truly say, to me. You forget, Blanche, 
that you are doing me a cruel wrong," indigna- 
tion again flashing from her eyes, " placing my 
conduct and my character in a most question- 
able point of view — depriving me of the only 
comfort I can have, under my present most 
painful circumstances." 

"Oh Nita, stop, I pray you," exclaimed 
Blanche," in an agony of repentant contrition. 
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" No, Blanche, I cannot until you have Heard 
all I have to say upon that subject. I feel I 
owe it to myself, to Harry, and indeed to 
Henry and to my children. For years I have 
humbly laboured to prove myself a faithful, 
true, and kind wife to my poor husband, both 
in thought, word, and deed. There are indeed 

phases in the early part of my married life 
which, Grod knows, I would fiEtin have blotted 
from my memory. But He who also knows 
the secret of every heart, sees how deeply and 
truly I have mourned for my faults and defi-* 
ciencies, and how earnestly I have striven to 
make atonement to my husband for that want 
of love which I grieve to say made our early 
days of wedded life so dark, so dreary to me. 
" Yes, Blanche, let me say on," she con* 
tinned, as Blanche vainly endeavoured to in- 
terrupt words which stung her to the quick, 
bringing before her, with such painfal convio- 
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tion^ all her own and Henry's cruel impotent 
injustice, to one whose conduct had been so 
straightforward, so unselfish and self-sacri- 
ficing — the poor girl was overwhelmed with 
shame and confusion. 

" Let me just add," continued Nita, " I 
trust it will be the very last time we shall ever 
have occasion either to speak or even to think 
upon a subject so repellent and humiliating to 
a wife and the mother of poor Henry's chil- 
dren — that the only bright gleam in the very 
cloudy prospect before me has very long been, 
the cheering hope of seeing you, darling sister, 
and Harry, happy in each other's love. Now 
I have done." 

And placing an arm affectionately round the 
waist of poor Blanche, she led her to the house. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 



The feelings of Harry d'Orville when left 
by Nita at the bedside of her husband, over 
whose senses a strange trance-like slumber 
had again stolen, were of no common 
order. 

The peculiar circumstances attending this 
arrival, the agitating interview with Blanche, 
and the conversation with Nita, — in which her 
noble elevated bearing, so strikingly contrasted 
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with what he had remarked of her former ex- 
citable temperament, had filled his soul with ad- 
miration and surprise — allfoUowing oneanother 
in so bewildering a manner, were as nothing 
to the distinct and sharp sense of sorrow he 
experienced whilst looking on poor Henry's 
face, so still, so white and beautiful, lit up as 
it was by a cold, unconscious smile — a smile 
almost as terrible to the living, as that which is 
seen upon the countenance of the dead. 

The intermediate cloud of separation which 
had come between, and obscured his cousin's 
affection for himself, had never interfered with 
the sincere love and interest which he had 
ever continued to feel towards poor Henry, 
grieved and offended as he might have been 
by the ungrateful capriciousness, and the un- 
reasonable tyranny of his conduct during the 
last years. 

Any feeling of this sort, however, seemed 
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to vanish into dimness, novv that he looked 
upon the changed unearthly countenance before 
him ; no remembrance but that of the engaging 
gentleness of the clinging, helpless child and 
sensitive schoolboy, the trustful confidence of 
the pale deUcate youth leaning on his support 
and guidance, rose in affectionate, regretful 
recollection before him, and — "I am dis- 
tressed for thee, my brother Jonathan, 
very pleasant hast thou been linto me. Thy 
love to me was wonderful, passing the 
love • of woman" — might have been the 
complaint which poured spontaneously from 
his heart, as he dashed a tear from his 
eye. 

He sat down, and sorrowfully leaning his 
brow upon his hand, wished almost that it was 
still, as in days of yore when there had been no 
other objects of affection to change poor Henry's 
heart, and cause him doubt and suspicion of 
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his dearest friend. Gradually as the first 
emotion calmed itself away, the strange and 
unnatural state in wiiich he found Henry, oc- 
curred to him more strongly, and he ques- 
tioned whether it were right to leave matters 
so entirely to nature as the doctor had done. 

Again he softly rose and looked on his 
cousin — and his whole soul thrilled within 
him. 

Nita's repprt, of his having just awakened 
before she came down to him, had previously 
lessened the shock, which the first sight of the 
death- like sleeper had otherwise occasioned. 
But now an instinctive cry of horror rose to 
his lips. The fixed smile, the unnatural pallor, 
thrilled him with the firm conviction that he 
was dead ! 

For a moment the idea transfixed him to 
the spot — the agony of his heart was so 
great. 
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He feared to touch the hand — to feel the 
pulse to ascertain that it was really so — Harry 
the brave soldier, was quite unmanned before 
the face of death. He could indeed have 
cried — 

" Oh God ! that I should dread 
To look upon the same.** 

And those merry bells, which, he could not 
escape the jarring conviction, were sounded for 
his arrival, went pealing on — whilst the light 
breeze waved the curtains of the bed, and gently 
stirred one bright lock on the sleeper's brow, 
as if in mockery of its stillness — all seemed 
anguish to the being standing there, under the 
astounding impression that the spirit of one for 
whom he would have made any sacrifice, had 
passed away on the very hour of his return, 
without word or look, of greeting, or farewell. 
" Henry,"* he murmured at length in a deep. 
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low, thrilling whisper, which must have bro- 
ken by its intenseness, if it were possible, the 
strongest spell. 

Yet the cold, fixed smile remained immove- 
able, or seemed to say — 

"Call on in vain — no voice of friend or 
brother, wife^ or sister, shall ever again awake 
me — I am wearied with this world's doubts 
and fears — I was too weak to bear them — I 
have laid my burden down." 

*' Beyond the smiling and the weeping 
The waking and the sleeping ; 
Beyond the shining and the shading, 
The hoping, and the dreading ; 
Beyond the rising and the setting, , 

The soothing and the fretting, 

The remembering and forgetting, 

The parting and the greeting ; 

Hearts fainting now, and now high beating ; 

Beyond the frost chain and the fever ; 

The rock waste and the river. 

The ever an I the never.*' 

Behold me now." 
***** 
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And Harry could bear no longer the horrid 
mystery — with a strong effort over himself, he 
placed his finger on the pulse. 

" Why start at death?" J 

It beat not — the heart lay deadly still. 

« « « « « i» 

Miss Rachel from the adjoining dressing 
room^ where she still maintained her post, 
heard Colonel D^Orville's quick footsteps ap- 
proaching across the chamber, where, for nearly 
half an hour, such deep stillness had reigned, 
and she felt, even before he opened the door, 
and saw his countenance, that something was 
amiss. 

" Miss Stanley," he then said, in a voice 
hoarse and hurried, " where is Juanita ? — 
her husband is dead !" 

Miss Rachel turned pale and started, but 
she said — 

" Oh no, surely not dead — he has looked 
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like that all day — he often does when he is 
asleep ; do not be frightened, Colonel D'Or- 
vile. Dear, dear, it is very sad, all this should 
have happened, and you just come," 

Miss Stanley hastened to the bedside, 
drew aside the curtain, and looked upon 
Henry. Then she stooped nearer to him, 
and listened breathlessly. 

There was no sound most certainly — nor 
movement to be perceived from the closed 
lips, or chiselled nostrils of the sleeper, and 
she lifted up her face again, poor lady, quite 
aghast with grief and horror. 

"Dear — dear ! oh dear — Colonel D'Orvilla, 
ring the bell, or call Juanita — poor young 
man, can it be possible that he has really gone 
off like this ? and we were always thinking 
half of his complaints were fancy — my poor 
dear niece, and those sweet innocent chil- 
dren !" 

VOL, III. P' 
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And Miss Rachel walked across the room, 
wringing her hands, and exclaiming, with 
heartfelt distraction. 

But Colonel D'Orville still stood silently 
regarding the inanimate form of Henry. 

It was a peculiarly fixed, steady look, as if 
some sudden new suggestion had changed the 
current of his poignant sorifow. 

He laid his hand again for a moment on 
the breast and temples of his cousin ; then, 
approaching Miss Stanley, he said, in a low, 
firm tone, — 

"Will you oblige me, Miss Stanley, by 
remaining here, or in the next room till I re- 
turn ? — I hope it is not quite so bad as it 
appears. I will go down stairs and find 
Nita." 

" Dear, dear, dear (Colonel D'Orville ! make 
haste, if you think anything can be done, 
send off for the doctor immediately — ^lose not 
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a laoment— *oh dear ! to thmk that I should 
hav« been atting, quietly butting there in 
the sext room, whilst that poor young man 
was dying." 

And the kind, good woman sobI>ed forth 
many a deep lamentation and reproach against 
herself, long after Harry D^Orville had left 
the room. 

He went at once to the drawing room, and 
met Nita and Blanche just returning to the 
house. 

Nita saw at once from his countenance that 
something was the matter, though perhaps 
it looked calmer and firmer than when she 
had last parted from him in Henry's room. 

He was, however, deadly pale, and bore 
every sign of the severe shock he had received : 
he looked as if he might well have said,— * 

'* Weep I do not ; 
But my heart bleeds." 

V 2 
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She immediately obeyed his silent gestm*e, 
and accompanied him into the adjoining room, 
whilst Blanche^ feeling there was something 
very wrongs though she had not dared to look 
at Henry^ remained trembling in the drawing- 
room. 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 



" Is he awake ?'' Nita anxiously inquired. 

"No, he is not — and his appearance has 
much alarmed myself and Miss Stanley." 

" Oh, he has looked very much like that all 
day, indeed often does when asleep," Nita 
answered quickly, though she turned very pale, 
and proceeded to leave the room to hasten to 
her husband. " I have often been quite fright- 
ened, and had to stoop close to his mouth to 
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listen, BO breathless were his slumbers, and 
his countenance so white and fixed ; but then 
he has waked up all right again, and laughed 
off the fe^rs I have sometimes told him I had 
experienced on his account." 

"Really," Harry said, listening to this 
communication, *'this only confirms me in . 
what I imagine to be the case at present; 

do not, therefore, be too much shocked, when 
I tell you, that on first examining him— and 
Miss Stanley, even at this moment, is under 
the same impression — I thought that Henry 
was dead. J am now convinced to the con- 
trary, though you will have some difficulty in 
believing me, when I say, that I think Henry 
is now in a state of trance, brought on, either 
voluntarily, or involuntarily, by a peculiar 
physical or mental Condition, to which he 
has reduced himself. I have seen some cases 
of the kind in India, 
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" Henry, when there, was much taken up 
with the subject of magnetism, and had much 
intercourse with a native who was famous for 
his art in imitating death in the most wonder- 
ful manner, and inducing that state in others. 

He initiated Henry into some of his mysteries, 
indeed he once tried to frighten me by putting 
himself into a sort of death-like state, which 
lasted some time. I much disapproved of the 
whole system, and he promised never again 
even to think upon the subject I considered 
dangerous in the extreme to a person of his 
peculiar turn of mind. But the doctor had 
better be sent for immediately ; in the mean* 
time, if you will allow me to return to him 
alone, I will do all I can, not being wholly 
ignorant in these matters, to rouse him/' 

Nita's uneasiness, however, would not keep 
her from hastening to her husband's room. 
Immediately she looked upon him an ex* 
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damation of fear and anguish escaped her 
lips : — 

" Henry r' she cried. " Oh ! Henry, awake." 

Then turning to Colonel D*Orville, who had 
followed and stood by her side^ she added, in 
a half-suppressed whisper, — 

" It is dreadful to see him like this. Are 
you certain — quite certain, that it is possible ? 
He could not, surely, put us to such anxiety 
and pain. Oh ! Where is Blanche ? — her voice 
may recall him, if mine cannot. Feel !" and 
she placed her hand upon Henry's heart, 
" there is no movement here.'' 

Harry answered, by gently placing his hand 

upon his cousin's head, on the region of the 
brain, with a significant look of re-assurance. 
There was warmth, certainly. 

Nita's countenance cleared a little, though 
her fear and anxiety continued unabated. 
She again whispered — 
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" Let Blanche be called." 

And Harry was about to leave the room, 
to prepare and summon her, when Blanche, 
who, in their haste and solicitude, they had 
passed in the drawing-room, without perceiv- 
ing, and who had followed them, crept in at 
' this moment as a pale ghost, something like 
the moving and waking shadow of her poor 
brother ; when, at a sign from Nita, she ap^ 
proached the bed and looked upon the appa- 
rently lifeless figure, she immediately cried 
out — 

" Ah ! he is dead — he said that he would 

die !" 

And threw herself upon her brother, on 
whom neither this action nor the pathetic cry 
accompanying it had any effect. His form 
and countenance had both retained that stony 
immobility, when they gently removed her 
and laid her on the couch in the adjoining 
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room, their grief and fear now emted on her 
account. 

The poor girl was in a sad state ; her ner- 
vous system had received a terrible shock; 
all her limbs were convulsed, and her eyes 
distended wildly with agony. 

The shock had been far too great for her 
ddicate frame and weakened health, and Nita 
bitterly repented her inconsiderate conduct in 

bringing her to the bedside of her apparently 
dead brother. 

A composing-draught was with some di£B- 
culty administered, and the paroxysm was 
quieted, and Blanche was removed to her own 
room, accompanied by Miss Rachel. Then all 
care and anxiety again turned on Henry, over 
whom Nita and Harry kept close and anxious 
watch. 

In an hour's time the doctor returned. He 
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was not able to assist them with any farther 
assistance or sn^estion. His skill was good, 
bnt his experienoe limited to the common mn 
of ordinary practice. 

He agreed with Colonel D'Orville, that the 
warmth of the parts appertaining to the region 
of the brain, and other symptoms in his patient, 
indicated a kind of trance rather than bond 
fide death ; but he confessed himself quite un- 
accustomed to such matters. The state of 
Mr. D'Orville Stanley was one of such very 
unusual occurrence, he was certainly quite 
puzzled — quite unable to do more than he 
had done, and strongly encouraged the pro- 
posal to telegraph to London for superior 
medical assistance. 

This was done, and in the meantime, every 
means which Harry knew was most advis- 
able in such cases, wa^ employed, and he with 
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Nita sat up all that night, the doctor remain- 
ing in the house; Nita watching by her 
husband's side, which nothing could induce 
her to leave. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



About midnight, as Harry was reclining on 
the sofa in the adjoining apartment, which was 
Henry's dressing-room, the day's bodily and 
mental anxiety beginning to tell upon his 
frame, the outer door softly opened, and a 
slight, tall figure, clad in a long, white gar- 
ment, glided noiselessly in. 

Harry sat up without rising, startled by 
the spectral apparition, and on perceiving that 
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it was Blanche, with her large, blue eyes wide 
open, but staring vacantly, he was scarcely 
less appalled than he would have been had 
it really been one of that spiritual nature. 

She had evidently risen in a sleeping dream 
from her bed i her feet were bare, the long 
night-dress sweeping the ground;* her hair 
drawn back from her white, distressful face, 
and gathered in a rich silken knot into a 
small net behind her head. 

She held something pressed in her hand, 
which was suspended by a ribbon round her 
neck, and moved slowly across the room, 
after the manner of sleiBp-walkers, going 
straight up to a large desk belonging to her 
brother. 

Harry watched her with the same anxious 
feeling as if she had been his own sister. She 
opened the desk deliberately, and noiselessly, 
and with the same fixed» blank expression of 
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couDtenance, he saw her take out a small 
packet — then reclose the desk, and turn to 
leave the room, but by the door leading into 
the bed chamber. 

Then Harry, thinking it best, if possible, 
to precede her there, to warn Nita, and save 
her the shock the apparition might occasion, 
advanced softly* 

The movement he made in reaching the 
door, he feared, had awakened the' somnam- 
bulist, for she paused, but it was only to moan 
forth incoherently, as if conscious of her path 
having been crossed by some one, soliciting an 
explanation, — 

" My promise — Henry is dead — Harry — 
Juanita — ^yes, my promise/' 

Then Harry opened the door, closing it be- 
hind him, and informed Nita in a few words 
of what had happened. 

She immediately hastened^ much startled, to 
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the dressing-room. Blanche was still there, 
the poor girl had thrown herself upon a 
sofa, as if it were a bed — the packet was 
still in her hand. 

Nita gently disengaged it, and looked at 
the direction. It was as follows — 



" To be gif en by Blanche to Harry D'Or- 
ville, and Juanita D'Orville Stanley, after my 
death. (Signed) 

" Henry D'Orville Stanley." 

Nita turned it over thoughtfully — first, ar- 
ranged Blanche more comfortably, put a warm 
shawl over her, and then took the packet 
into the next room to show it to Harry. 

She found him bending over Henry, hold- 
ing a feather to his lips, an experiment he had 
continually recourse to. 

"Look," she whispered, "might not this 
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throw some light upon all the mystery which 
surrounds us ?" 

He took it, and looked at the superscription. 
" Yes," he said, without hesitation, " I think 
it would be advisable to open it." 

Nita silently acquiesced. The seal was 
broken, and together by the lamp, which, 
shaded by the curtain, stood on 'a table near 
Henry's bed — their eyes perused the following 
document. 

"Harry — Nita — the two beings I have 
loved best on earth — ^yet whose earthly hap- 
piness I have marred, when you read these 
lines, I shall have passed from between you 
for ever. 

" Yes, let it be so if you desire to secure for 
me more peace in the grave, than has been 
my portion whilst living. 

" Harry, do not frustrate my desires in your 
behalf — ^you, my noblest, truest friend — I wish 

VOL. III. Q 
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to restoie you the rich treasure, I have hitherto 
deprived jou o^ as beautiful, as priceteaa as 
when I first unwc»thily obtained it~ nay, ten 
thousand times more valuable, refined and 
purified in all the fiery trials through which 
she Las passed, yes ! and through me. 

** Nita, my beloved one, forgive your weak, 
most unworthy husband, and let not my ear* 
nest desire for the compensation of my error, 

which has lain in my heart till it pressed me to 
the grave, have been endured in vain. Let it 
account for all my imreasonable and wretched 
conduct for the years that are past It was 
not capricious hatred, it was love — it was not 
cruel jealousy, but remorse, which inspired 
my proceedings. I have long wished to die*^ 
I knew that eventually I should meet with an 
early death, but death will take its own time. 
Ip sorrow at its tardiness I have desired death. 
'' ' When summer came over the seas, then 
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spring would go/ was the strangely worded 
answer of the oracle I consulted in London. 

" Fulfil your destinies then, beloved ones, 
I beseech you ; let not Blanche be the obstacle. 
She has promised to see my design entirely 
fulfilled. She is an angel, and will have her 
reward — though not in this world. 

" She is not fated to enjoy earthly happiness, 
whilst my bright Nita, my noble Harry, were 
formed to wear an earthly crown-^— to have 
their dearest, richest hopes, and brightest joys 
realized and fulfilled; a weak reed like me 
shall no longer dim that destiny. Blanche will 
not allow it, she has promised to marry Sir 
Herbert Loftus, if by no other means she can 
assure you of her stedfast accordance with 
my design. Sir Herbert is, in a degree, pre- 
pared for her acceptance of his hand. You 
will know now, Harry, why I so obstinately 
opposed your union with my sister. Remem- 

Q 2 
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ber my words, 'that you too would thank 
me for it some day/ 

" Farewell once more, beloved ones, till we 
meet once more — till we meet again in the 
world of purity and love, where there is no 
more marrying or giving in marriage, but we 
all are as the angels of God. 

"Henry D'Oeville Stanley." 



Neither Harry nor Nita withdrew their eyes 
immediately from the paper, when they reached 
the close of this morbid effusion of the poor, 
weakened mind which had dictated it. 

Mingled pain, pity, and embarrassment 
seemed to rivet them there for the moment. 
Harry was the first to turn away his head, and 
murmur, " Poor Henry 1" in a voice of grave, 
deep, mournful concern. 

" Poor Henry, indeed !" echoed Nita, more 

feebly, as she grasped the table for support. 
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But her companion saw not this^ nor the 
slight trembling which shook her frame. 

When she spoke again it was very firmly, 
*' And poor Blanche ! there is only one thing 
to be done — one step to be taken/' 

"Yes/* Harry repeated, "only one step," 

more feebly, perhaps, than she had spoken the 
words. 

But it was clear that he had seized upon 
her implied suggestion — nay, it had probably 
been simultaneous. 

Then they both glanced towards Henry 
with some troubled anxiety, Nita murmuring, 

" If Doctor C would but arrive — this 

suspense is fearful." 

Then she turned very pale, and her hand 
again trembUngly grasped the table for sup- 
port. 

Harry perceived that the strength and 
courage with which she had so nobly borne 
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up, were beginning to be shaken, and her 
nerves to give way — and with the affectionate 
earnestness of a broths, he said, — 

'' Nita, I most ipsist upon your gcHng to 
take some rest — aU this is too much for yon to 

bear without it. Doctor C cannot arrive 

brfore six o'clock — you shall be called up 
when he comes — but now, go to your duess- 
ing-ropm at any rate," — seeing that she looked 
reluctantly at her husband, ^* if you will only 
lie down there/' 

He drew her arm within his own; she did 
not reject it now, as on a former occasion, but 
suffered him to lead her genUy to the other 
room. 

They had both for a moment forgotten 
Blanche, and there she lay upon a 8o&, now 
sleeping calmly as a child, covered with the 
blue shawl Nita had arranged over her. 

Harry paused, on perceiving her, but Nits 
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smiled, still Tetaimng the arm whi^h supported 
her, and went up to the <80f&. 

" Poor child/* «he sfeid, " how pefaceful she 
looks now, as if e/he knew she had done her 
pert of suffering, and that God h&d jprovided 
another sacrifice than heir own intiocerit self." 

She sighed, then stooped and softly kissed 
the forehead of the sleeping giri ; then turn- 
ing to Harry, continued,^— 

" How all this must have preyed upon her 
mind to bring her to what she has done this 
night ! bat it must be put at rest at once, and 
for ever, whatever happens.^ 

"Yes, whatiever happeias," continued her 
companion. It might have seemed abstract- 
edly, as his eye rested on the 8we6t face of the 
sleeping Blanche, which, through all its almost 
childish expression, still wore a wan and 
piteous look. 

" Whatever happens,'* he continued, speak* 
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ing still slowly, and sorrowfully^ *' it shoiild be 
done at once, on every one's account/' 

" When ?'* Nita inquired anxiously. 

- Whenever she can be persuaded— directly 
— ^to-morrow — if under these miserable cir- 
cumstances it would not appear too unnatural. 
If Henry — " and here his voice faltered — " if 
he ever, poor fellow, wakes again — for his own 
sake, if not for those who remain." 

Blanche faintly stirred, and Nita made a 
sign to Harry that he had better retire, lest 
the sight of his presence should increase the 
startled perplexity she would naturally feel 
on becoming sensible of her position. 

But though she opened her eyes and sat up 
with a start, and looked around her bewilder- 
ingly, when Nita said softly — 

" Blanche, darling, you will be cold perhaps 
here, will you come with me to your bed ?" 

She only sighed wearily, and obediently 
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sliding from the sofa« passively suffered Nita 
to take her arm within hers, and lead her back 
to her own pretty apartment, situated at the 
extremity of the corridor, which she had 
quitted so unconsciously. 

Then Nita having seen her comfortably dis- 
posed, and like a half-awakened child relapse 
into a quiet slumber, laid down by her side ; 
for she felt a weariness creeping over her, even 
unto death. 

'* That senseless child sleeping so calmly on 
her happiness." 

These words came not so suitable to the oc- 
casion now, poor Blanche, but still they seemed 
to Nita, as she listened to the gentle breathing 
of the exhausted sleeper, in some measure 
apphcable } but they came not with the same 
wild, passionate bitterness of spirit, which had 
prompted them on a former occasion. For 
Nita's heart was changed. 
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No, but it was with something deeper, 
sadder still. For she felt that Blanche's 
*' sleep for sorrow/' even Henry's deathM 
trance, would have been gladly welcomed by 
her tired spirit at this moment is exchange for 
its too consdoQS vitality. 

*' Was it to be ever thus ?" she thought ; 
" Must it ever be her &te to bear up, while 
others sunk and fainted — to bear up, and 
watch, while others slept — ^to bear up, and . 
watch alone ?" 

She lay there in a stirless, waking trams, 
as different from the restless tossings of that 
night, at the hotel in London, as her feelings 
on that, and on this occasion ; and thus she 
remained, till dawn glided stealthily in at last 
through the closed curtains. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



" Sad and strange, the pipe of half-awakened 
birds " broke on Nita's ear — and not till the 
light was full, and the song swelled into chorus, 
did she begin to slumber, to be awoke speedily 
by the sound of carriage- wheels. 

It was Doctor C , the London physi- 
cian, whom the lightning telegraph had brought 
so speedily from London ; the cautious ring at 
the bell bespeaking the doctor's consideration 
for the invalid he was called to visit. 
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Nita was on her feet in a moment, had 
left the room, and went down into the hall to 
receive him. 

Harry, too, had come hurriedly down, un- 
conscious of her having descended, hoping 
that ere this time she had slept. And in the 
morning light there they stood again, side by 

side together. They conducted Doctor C 

into the library, where refreshments had been 
prepared, and unfolded to him the condition 
of Henry. 

The doctor asked immediately to be taken 
to the patient — the other doctor being called 
up to attend him, they proceeded to the bed- 
room. 

He, too, like the rest, was startled by the 
lifeless appearance of the sleeper. 

Such cases as the one in question, so seldom 
cross the path of medical experience. It was 
indeed only the presence of the anxious wife 
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which refrained the medical practitioner from 
yielding to the more natural inference^ and 
pronouncing the breathless, pulseless figure, 
dead. 

The slight remains of heat in some parts 
of the body, did not prove sufficient evidence 
of the fact of his being still ahve. 

"A corpse of twelve hours sometimes," 
Doctor C affirmed, "contained a por- 
tion of animal warmth. However, a few 
hours more must make things more deci- 
sive." 

For his own satisfaction, all those attempts 
at resuscitation which had been resorted to 
were repeated, proving as before, unsuccessful ; 
the doctor inwardly compassionating the te- 
nacity with which the wife and friend of the 
unfortunate young man clung to the desperate 
idea of a trance. 

Doctor C then retired with Colonel 
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D'Orville for a more private and particular 
discussion of the perplexing case. 

Harry D*OrviUe confided to the physician 
some of the private circumstances attending 
it^ and the peculiar bi^ts .which the mind 
of his cousin had taken, which he considered 
might be likely to throw light on the condi- 
tion, mental and physical, to which he had 
been gradually reduced. He also touched 
upon the particular form of morbid disease, his 
fancy had so tenaciously seized and retained. 

It might be said to be a delusion, amount- 
ing to monomania, which no antagonistic nor 
antidotal circumstances had been able to 
eradicate, as was illustrated by the purport of 
the letter which had that night been so 
strangely discovered to them. 

One passage in it gave them reason to su8« 
pect that his mind had been further injuriously 
worked upon, by having consulted a clair- 
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voyante in London^ previous to the first critical 
illness, through which, the same physician had 
attended him* 

All this intelligence brought before the 
doctor in a clearer light, the abnormal condi* 
tion to which his patient had, in all proba- 
bility reduced himself, thereby making the 
fact of the trance less improbable. 

Mr. D'Orville Stanley was evidently a young 
man of peculiar organization — of a sensitive 
nature, to speak mesmerically, as must also 
be his sister, judging from the trait of som- 
nambulism which she had that night ex- 
hibited. 

For Harry's anxiety on Blanche's account 
had induced him to relate this point con- 
cerning her, and. as soon as she was awake, he 
intended the doctor should see her. 

In the meantime, Nita went to Blanche's 
room about the usual hour of her rising. 
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She was sitting up in bed, with a bewildered 
effort to reconcile the sense of some great misery, 
with a certain joy, which was vaguely mixed 
up with her sensations, when Nita's appear- 
ance, so worn, so wearied, changed all to 
sanow — and with agonized solicitude, she 

gasped^- 

** Oh, Nita, how is Henry?'* 

Nita hastened to give her the melancholy 
reassurance that he was the same — ^that the 
doctor had arrived from London — that their 
beUef as to the trance was still unshaken, and 
then, having soothed and solaced her with the 
tenderest affection, she said — 

** Dear Blanche, your life has been a course 
of patient self-sacrifice for many years — we 
want you to complete |^that course by one real 
just act, however you may shrink from its 
performance at this moment, owing to the cir- 
cumstances in which we are now placed — for 
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the sake of others^ as well as yourself, we want 
you ''— 

" Who ? — ^what ? 1 am ready, quite ready/^ 
and with wonderful determination Blanche 
spoke those words. The colour flew all over 
her poor pale cheeks, and she grasped the 
coverlet with energy. 

" Ready ! Yes, poor lamb, for the stake, 
no doubt ; but it is not quite that, dearest — 
it is but to do what alone can set at rest at 
once all past troubles and delusion — ^if Henry 
wakes again, to give him peace ; if not," her 
voice faltered, " to secure for us all» at least, 
one great comfort and satisfaction — with- 
out this is accomplished, we see no end 
to what it is almost beyond our strength to 
bear/^ 

" What is it ? tell me, Nita ; am I not 
ready?" 

"Good, happy child ; y3S, happy." 

VOL. III. R 
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Blanche's eyes bespoke startled wonder. 

f 

*' Yes, happy/* Nita continued, " to be made 
such a victim." 

And then she laid her head upon Blanche's 
pillow — the poor head which begun to feel 
quite weak, and wandering, from the fatigue 
of her agitating night. 

" Will you get up, dear Blanche, and let 
him tell you ; I am too worn and tired." 

** Him, Harry, yes ! lie still here, darUng 
sister, I will do it." 

She glided like an obedient child from her 
bed, went into her dressing-room, and when 
dressed, reappeared by Nita's side ; her 
face very pale, her fragile reed-Uke frame, 
nerved, as it were, by some new inspiration. 

Nita started up and earnestly regarded 
her. 

"Where shall I go?" she said in a be- 
wildered tone — " to Henry's room ?" 
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" Yes, yes ! I think so — he will be there, 
you pale angel/' she added half joyfully, half 
bitterly. 

And Blanche kissed her and departed. 



R 2 ■ 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



Harry D'Orville was still a weary watcher 
by his cousin's side, when the door gently 
opened, and Blanche appeared before him. 

He started, and then with the languor of 
fatigue rose, and went to meet her. 

" Nita sent me," she whispered ; then her 
features, which had been singularly calm when 
she first entered, contracted into an expression 
of great sorrow^ as she glanced in the direction 
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of her brother, and she made a movement to- 
wards him. 

Harry led her gently to the bedside, and 
drew aside the curtain. 

A sob heaved Blanche's bosom — she lifted 
a piteous glance of inquiry to the face of her 
cousin. 

" We have hope still, dear Blanche," he 
murmured, " our faith must support us ; 'He 
not dead, but sleepeth.' Do you remember 
those words ?" 

" Remember them ? yes," she said, " and 
Him who spoke them." 

And looking up into her cousin's face 
with almost reverential emotion, such a pure, 
calm light seemed to beam from his coun- 
tenance, through his pale and wearied looks, 
and the traces of deep emotion so plainly 
visible there, that it solemnized and stilled her 
agitation ; she thought within herself, " What 
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grief cannot I bear — ^what sacrifice not fulfil 
if he supports, and asks it ?" 

Then she falteringly repeated — 

"Nita sent me — are we not to speak to- 
gether?" 

He looked at her with grave, affectionate 
sadness, hesitated for a moment, and finally 
asked her to come into the dressing-room; 
desiring their usual attendant, the country 
doctor, who was sitting there, to take his place 
for a few moments. 

Harry then seated himself by her side on 
the sofa, but still he paused. It seemed so 
sad and strange a time, for what Nita had 
sent her to hear. 

But, at length, he said with a sad smile, 

seeing Blanche's eyes fixed upon him in an- 
xious expectation, and taking her hand affec- 
tionately, "And what has Nita sent you to 
hear, dearest Blanche ?'* 
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This was by way of preparation, for he now 
saw how perfectly unconscious Blanche was, 
of what he was going to plead. 

" I do not know, she said you would tell 
me — it was something I was to do — some sa- 
crifice I was to make." 

" And you do not suspect at all what it is ?" 

" Oh, no — how can I ?" she murmured, 
looking very agitated. '* There was but one 
thing in the world that could be a sacrifice, 
and that," glancing at the desk which had 
contained the letter, " is already made." 

" And cancelled," Harry added, firmly. . . . 
" Blanche, we have seen that letter containing 
your promise, and it remains no longer in 
existence. It has been read, the proposal it 
contained rejected by both of us, and it is 

burnt." 

Blanche, in great astonishment, turned paler 

than ever. 
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"Read tlie letter! oh, no, that is impos- 
sible — it is locked up, and here is the key — 
no one could have taken it. Oh, Harry ! what 
do you mean ?" 

"Dear Blanche, we resorted to no un&ir 
means ; the letter was taken from the hands 
authorized to deliver it. It was directed to 
Nita and myself, and we opened and read it. 
Can you blame us ?" 

" Oh, no ; but my promise — I cannot have 
given it to you — it was to be when Henry 

was dead. He is not dead, you say." 

" But you thought so, Blanche ; you acted 
under that delusion. You have done all that 
was required of you ; do not trouble yourself 
to remember how, or when it was done, only 
that you have fulfilled your trust. You satis- 
fied the delusion under which poor Henry has 
been passing his existence. Only answer me 
one question, Blanche — do you love me 
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suflSciently to be my wife — ^better than Sir 
Herbert ?'* 

*' Oh, Harry I" was all the reply, but the 
expressive intonation was sufficient. 

" Would you marry me to-morrow, if you 
were required to do so, Blanche ?" 

She shrank back astonished and startled. 

" Ours has been a long engagement, dearest 
Blanche ; a long acquaintance with each other's 
hearts ; under our circumstances, scruples and 
hesitations on the score of time and fitness, 
are out of place. It may be a little sacrifice 
on your part to waive the usual considerations 
and forms, but you would have waived them 
all to have gone with me to India four years 
ago, if duty had not forbade it. Now then, 
when no duty stands in the way— nay, on the 
contrary, that it is our evident duty to overstep 
every impediment — Will you hold back ?" 

Blanche answered not; her head only 
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drooped lower and lower over her clasped 
bands. 

" The step which I propose/' Harry per- 
sisted ; '' is no selfish scheme to insure alone 
my own happiness or yours, even ; but for 
Nita's sake — for Henry's, if in God's mercy 
he is raised from this death-like stupor, to 
which, alas ! we have reason to suspect he 
has taken narcotics to reduce himself; this 
desperate step may be the ultimate means 
of restoring him to health and happiness, 
or, at least, enable him to die, poor feUow ! 
assured that all he imagined against his wife 
and those who so truly loved him, was with- 
out the slightest foundation ; therefore, it re- 
quires but one word from you, Blanche. Mr. 
Townsend has been sent for, a special license 
will be speedily procured, and our marriage in 
this very room be solemnized. The circum- 
stances of the case will excuse and simplify 
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the matter in the eyes of the world, if you 
care for that. No money preliminaries are 
necessary in our case. My will, leaving you 
all my immense possessions," he added, with 
a smile, "has been long made; your little 
property, dearest, I will see to afterwards/' 

But Blanche heeded not all this ; she stood 
up, her lips blanched white, and trembling, 
with torturing and agony of excitement. 

" Harry," she gasped, " I entreat, I implore 
you, try me not in this way. I would die to 
serve you. Nita — must I be the means of 
separating you for ever ?" 

" Am I, then, answered, Blanche ? — You 
refuse me P" 

And Harry rose firm though sorrowful. 

"I will not press the point again upon 
you," he said. " I see it was asking too 
much ; and that this impression, too, which I 
see, alas! is irradicable, might it not be as 
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likely to embitter your happiness and mine, 
as fatally, as it has done that of yonr brother 
and his wife? But hear me attentively, 
Blanche — ^I assure you of one thing before I 
bid adieu, in bitter sorrow to the subject, for 
ever." 

Poor Blanche stood the mute picture of 
despair. 

"Though you and I, Blanche," he con- 
tinned, " were to behold each other no more 
on earth, Nita and I could never marry. Were 
Henry even as much my own brother in na- 
tural relationship as he is in affection, that 
point could not be more fixed or irreversible." 

He looked once more upon the poor, trem- 
bling girl, with a long, sad, earnest gaze, as 
if to impress the conviction more fully upon 
her, that he had indeed spoken the last words 
upon this subject, and was about, with a 
weary, heavy heart, to return to his watch by 
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Henry's side, when a breeze-like movement 

detained him ; the quivering form swayed for- 

ward, and sunk at his feet. 
" Take me . . . but I am unworthy." 
And Harry raised her, almost lifeless, in his 

arms. 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 



The third day had arrived, and Henry still 
slept his long and stirless sleep ; and though 
no such signs of mortality as would have de- 
cided the point had as yet appeared, it was a 
hard matter for the faith and hope of his rela- 
tions to stand against the growing convictions 
of the medical men. 

It was, indeed, a strange state of aflEurs. 
Mr. Townsend was expected shortly to arrive, 
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the bearer of the special licence he had been 
authorized^ by telegraph, to procure. 

Blanche, for the most part, sat weeping, — 
trembling in her sister's arms. 

Nita seemed to gain strength and firmness 
from the clinging, confiding pressure of that 
slender reed. 

Harry kept aloof generally ; his chief anx- 
iety and thought seemed fixed on watching 
for signs of awakening in his cousin — poor 
Miss Rachel went about the house quite lost 
and bewildered — or sat down to vent her feel- 
ings of amazement, and perplexity, in a series 
of dear, dear, dears ! truly pathetic. 

Late in the afternoon a carriage drove up 
to the door. A suppressed bustle was the 
consequence, in the entrance hall. How could 
such a portly and determined-looking gentle- 
man arrive, without creating some degree of 
commotion ? 
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" For the love of heaven, what is all this 
about ?" were the words with which he greeted 
Harry, who went down to meet him. 

'' Is it a death or a wedding I am sent for 
to attend in such a devil of a hurry ?'' 

He was told all, and inclined immediately 
to coincide with the physicians. 

So abnormal a phenomenon as a trance was 
quite beyond the sphere of his philosophy. — 
Asleep forty-six hours — ^impossible ! The idea 
was ridiculous — preposterous — whilst so ob- 
stinate a desire to keep a man alive like Henry 
(one, born seemingly to be a misery to himself, 
and the plague of every one's existence) against 
his own inclination, and contrary to all rhyme 
and reason, the impatient old gentleman, half- 
ironically, half- seriously hinted to be almost 
in his opinion unnecessary trouble. 

" Pout moiy' he was inclined to say with the 
cold-blooded Frenchman, " Je ne voisjpas la 
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necemtiJ' Then this marriage-— if they were 
determined to play oat the tragedy, or farcej 
or whatever they chose to call it. Bat let them 
think twice before they allowed the colonel to 
shackle himself with any of the party. That 
girl, from what he had heard lately of her, had 
become as weak and whining as her brother. 
Why not wait ? why be always bent on thwart- 
ing fortane ? Bat seeing Colonel D'Orville, on 
this significant hint, become firm as marble, 
he pulled up on that point, only murmuring 
to )iimself as he went up stairs before Harry — 
** Well, she's a fine creature ; she deserves a 
better fate ; we*ll do better for her yet — no, 
that's not possible;" he added, with a loud 
grunt intended for a sigh, " no such a fellow 
as that, in the world to my taste. By Jove, 
it's provoking ; I'll stop it yet, if I can ; it's 
an infatuation." 

Mr. Townsend went at once into the bedf^ 

VOL. III. 8 
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room, drawing aside the curtain with no very 
gentle hand^ and looking on the pale figure it 
concealed with an expression which rendered 
it rather doubtful whether he were not moved 
with an impulse to administer a good arousing 
shake, to clear the subject at once, of all sham 
or humbug, or whether the gaze was one of 
anxious pity. 

Perhaps it was the latter more softened 
feeling ; for, after a short survey, he turned 
away abruptly, looking somewhat paler than 
before, and 'entered the dressing-room. 

There sat Nita and Blanche, the latter all 
ready, attired in a simple white dress, and a 
few white flowers from the hothouse, which 
Nita insisted upon arranging with her own 
hand in her hair; for everything had been 
prepared, so that the marriage might take 
place as soon as possible after Mr. Townsend's 
arrival. 
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It was singular, this eager avidity on both 
Harry's and Nita's part for the final accom- 
plishment of this long-thwarted event. No 
one could possibly understand what moved 
them to it. Perhaps they scarcely knew them- 
selves ; but it was nevertheless an impulse 
almost sternly forcible. 

Mr. Townsend looked from one to the other, 
as the two sisters rose on his appearance, as 
if recognizing in it the signal of preparation 
for some matter of life or death ; and there 
was in his glance the same disapproving se- 
verity, very strongly marked. 

" Well, Miss Blanche," he said, fixing his 

eyes, at length, with some indignant irony, on 

the pale girl's bridal attire, " so you are really 

going at last to be married, and in this devil 

of a hurry ? It is a strange business ; I don't 

quite see the meaning of it. But the world 

is getting quite beyond us old people, and — " 

s 2 
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But Nita, seeing the antagonistic spirit of 
her uncle, came amdoasly forward. 

'' Uncle/^ she said, '* you do not know all the 
circumstances of the case. Colonel D'Orville 
thinks it right ; it has not been unconsidered ; 
let matters be as they are ; do not disturb or 
delay them/' 

" If you think it right, or, rather, if you 
think it wrong — '' chimed in Blanche's small 
voice ; and then, in tones of still intenser en- 
treaty, " oh, Mr. Townsend, prevent it 1 do not 
let their happiness — his happiness — be sacri- 
ficed to mine." 

"Come, come, we have had enough of 
this," was Mr. Townsend's rather rough inter- 
ruption ; " you are to be married, I suppose^ — 
6e married without any more such delicate 
protestations. Your sister-in-law knows best. 
Cousin Harry thinks it right ; and I take him 
for a sensible man. So we'll say no more 
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about it ; only remember, young lady, if 
you do not make him as happy as he de- 
serves, you'll have a good deal to answer 

" Uncle !" remonstrated Nita, as poor Blanche 
shrunk back like a sensitive flower at this harsh 
rebuff. 

But a strong, tender arm was wound round 
her ; a voice in her ear assured her that these 
were the last harsh words which would ever 
be addressed to her. 

Poor Blanche ! these were sweet strains of 
music for her to hear ; she had not been much 
used to them for the last few years, and they 
seemed to pour life and strength into her 
whole being; she could never shrink again 
from such a shelter. 

" Oh, take me !" might have, indeed, been 
the language of the grateful eyes she lifted to 
her comforter's. Then some <me said'-— 
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*' Let Mr. Miller be sent for/' And Miss 
Rachel, who had never ceased weeping copiously 
since the meetmg, ventnied to say that a table 
had already been placed altarwise, with every- 
thing in readiness. 

Whilst waiting, Mr. Townsend suddenly 
said — 

'' And, pray, what have you done about set- 
tlements P" 

Colonel D'Orville smiled faintly : 

'' I have made my will ; that will suffice for 
the present." 

''And I mine;" and the piteous, tear- 
strained face was lifted up. 

Mr. Townsend now said, with good-natured 
irony — 

" You ! and what have you to leave, I 
wonder r 

"All that my father left me," she an- 
swered ; " it may be very little ; but I have 
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long ago bequeathed all I have to Cousm 
Harry/' 

It took them by surprise, this simple 
statement, and all were silent 

And then Mr. Townsend went up to poor 
Blanche, kindly placed his hand upon her head, 
and said, whilst something like a tear trembled 
in his eye — 

"Oh, this Cousin Harry is a wonderful 
fellow !" 

Adding, in an under voice, — " HeUl be 
rich enough one day, depend upon it." 

Harry only drew nearer to his bride elect. 
Nita's eyes filled sadly : and it was, perhaps, 
a relief to them all when the embarrassed pause 
was broken by the door opening, and the 
clergyman entered, ushered in by Miss 
Rachel. 

A few words were exchanged; then the 
licence was glanced over. One or two ser- 
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Yaots, who had been pennitted to be present 
at the ceremony, amongst whom Blanche'^s 
fiieDd the nurse was not the least mterested, 
entered the roonu 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 



Ths bride and bridegroom stood side by 
side before the dergjman, and the service 
began. Mi. Townsend acted the part of father 
to the bride. 

Nita knelt a little apart> pcde as marble. 
Miss Rachel would have sobbed and groaned 
audibly through the whole affair, so much 
were her feelings shocked by the haste and 
irregularity of this matrimonial proceeding, 
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had she not been hushed by a severe — " For 
Heaven's sake, madam, don't be a fool!" 
from her brother-in-law. We must not forget 
to mention the least, but not the less striking 
and important, actress in the scene, the lovely 
little Rosamond, who, just at the last, came, 
ushered in proudly by the old nurse, in the 
costliest of lace frocks, and broad white sashes, 
to take her p]ac6 as bridesmaid behind the 
bride. 

Her splendid eyes opened wide in chUdish 
wonder, which kept her motionless during the 
former part of the ceremony, which the clergy- 
man, in consideration of the proximity to the 
chamber, in which he had been fully informed, 
lay one in so critical and equivocal a con- 
dition, and, indeed, the melancholy strange- 
ness altogether of the case, read in a sup- 
pressed and unusually solemn tone. 

But it would seem — the child's curiosity 
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satisfied, and her astonishment exhausted 
— she tired of the quiescent part imposed 
upon her by Nurse, and the solemn monotony 
of the whole affair. 

Tears were on every face, except mamma's, 
which she could not see. Her eyes travelled 
impatiently from one to the other. She longed 
to be in motion. Papa's door was just ajar. 
He was ill, they had told her, and could not 
get up. She would start in there, and make 
him well with a kiss. 

Rosamond was a peculiarly restless and im- 
pulsive young lady, quite (at her present age 
of four years) intolerant of anything like de- 
pendence or restraint, except when conveyed 
through the glance and tone of her mother, too 
occupied just now, she saw, to have much care or 
thought of her, even in her beautiful lace frock. 

The thought and deed were almost simul- 
taneous. The ring had been adjusted. All 
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were kneeting, the faces hidden in their hands. 
She bounded with something between a spring 
and a glide, ncMseless and swift as a sylphide. 

She made her exit. Not unpero^yed, per* 
haps, by the senrants ; but none dared follow 
her. 

The clergyman went drawling on — so Mr. 
Townsend thought, who was almost as impa- 
tient as his great niece, who also thought that 
he might more reasonably have curtailed the 
ceremony. 

But whilst he was proceeding, Nita rose 
suddenly from her knees and looked towards 
the bedroom door. Harry started too, ^nd 
turned his head in the same direction, which the 
clergyman p^ceiving, made a nervous pause. 

"Come," Mr. Townsend impatiently mur- 
mured "it is the child— -come, sir, give us 
the blessing ; it will be sufficient.'' 

This was hurriedly complied with. 
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Nita then signed to the servants. Itiey 
departed, and then she crossed the chamber 
hastily and entered the bedroom. 

It ^as Hosiers voice she had heard, but it 
was mingled vrith another's she was certain. 

And so it was. , 

Clearly, novir, in the midst of her child's 
jdayful laughter, she heard the father's feeble 
voice, in a tone of half-fond, half*serious ex- 
postulation, — 

" Come, Rosie — Rosie— be quiet, you little 
animal — you are strangling me !'* 

For the little daughter's arms had twined 
themselves very tightly round her father's 
neck, whilst she smothered his face with 
kisses. 

" Rosie !** Nita exclaimed with intense emo- 
tion, " come away." 

Immediately the child sprang up at her 
mother's voice. 
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** I did not mem to irrioe p^pft," she said, 
in some abrm at being dudden. '^botl wanted 
to tell bim about anntj's being mankd." 

^' Nita, what o'dock is it? — have I been 
asleep long ? — ^how odd it is — ^how weak and 
ill I feel Oh, Heavens, I am djing !" 

The doctor was called, and restcuratives ad- 
ministered. He looked h&ppy — smiled upon 
Nita, Harry, and the white-robed Blanche, with 
a questioning smile — but kept repeating — 

*' I am very ill — I am dying," in a half- 
troubled, astonished tone. 

But he was not dying ; — ^in about an hour 
after, suffering more firom excess of weakness 
than from other pain, he again slept. It was, 
however, a diflferent sleep from the last — less 
deep, quite natural, and the physician • said 
he would do well, only there must be complete 
quiet and absence from excitement — ^the fewer 
people in the house the better. Colonel D*Or- 
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ville need not fear to depart, the considerate 
doctor added, when he felt incUned. 

Nita and Harry only were present when he 
gave this opinion. Blanche was with Miss 
Rachel. 

Nita said in low voice to Harry — 

" You will take her away now. The car- 
riage shall be ordered to come round in an 
hour's time/' 

He acquiesced, only saying, — 

" Will you go and prepare her ?" 

And she went. 

" Blanche, dearest !" &he said, trying to 
assume a cheerful voice and manner, ''the 
doctor thinks there is nothing in Henry's case 
now that need cause at present further uneasi- 
ness. He sleeps quietly. Harry has therefore 
decided on setting off for some short distance, 
where you can stay for a few days, and receive 
speedy and constant intelligence before pro- 
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ceeding to London. I shall write about your 
trousseau; — there is a great deal for Aunt 
Rache] and me to do" — kissing her fondly, as 
the bride clung, half smiles, half tears, around 
her. 

Nita led Blanche to her room, where her 
own lady's-maid, who was to accompany the 
bridal couple, was already busy packings 
only the bride's former apparel, but like 

herself, all so neat and fair, and tasteful 
in its arrangement, that the few other ad- 
ditions that the sister-in-law pleased herself 
by adding from her own wardrobe were 
scarcely necessary to improve its bride-like 
fitness. 

N(»r was she without her presents. 

Nita, before the ceremony, had clasped one 
of her loveliest bracelets on the bride's &ir 
arm. Miss Rachel slipped on her finger a 
diamond hoop riuff of oonsiderabk value. 
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rather too large, certainly, for the slender 
finger, but that did not much signify. 

And then, when the little white bonnet 
and pale grey silk mantle were on, and the 
children had been brought to wish their aunt 
good-bye, but soon hurried away for fear of 
affecting her too much ; there came a season- 
able knock at the door, arresting any paroxysm 
which might have been excited, and Mr. 
Townsend authoritatively requested to be 
admitted. 

He had brought his offering, in the shape 
of a cheque for five hundred pounds, which 
he thrust into Blanche's hand, with the in-^ 
junction to buy a fine dressing-box, or any 
nonsense of the kind she fancied, apologising 
for having before spoken harshly. 

" You are a good little girl, after all, and 
won't give much trouble,*' he added, hur- 
rying off, to look after the other victim, in the 

VOL. III. T 
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midst of the astonished thanks of Blanche 
for his, as she considered, undeserved munifi- 
cence. 



The last ordeal at length was over. The 
cautious kiss on the pale cheek of her brother, 
who nevertheless opened his eyes, and said in 
the gentlest but dreamiest manner, « Blanche, 
dear,'' then closed them languidly, as if his 
far-off journey from the border-land had left 
him still too exhausted for words. 

Then, when she drew back, Harry, who 
had softly returned from making his own 
preparations, approached and laid his hand 
upon that of the invalid. 

Henry recognized the touch without re- 
opening his eyes. 

He smiled — his whole countenance illumi- 
nated by a radiant glow. 
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" Harry, how kind you were ! I heard and 
felt you all the time ; but for the life of me 
I could not speak to you, no more than I 
could move ; but I knew you would not let 
them bury me. Oh, it was very pleasant, 
where I was then/' 

And with a heavy sigh he seemed to sink 
again into half slumber. 

Then Harry turned, and softly led his 
bride at once down stairs — she had already 
embraced Nita and Miss Rachel, — into the 
ball where the servants were assembled, all 
smiles, and murmured blessings. The carriage 
was ready at the door to convey them to the 
railway station, and from thence to the cathe- 
dral town not far from the Une, which was to 
be their destination. 

" A strange wedding," was the remark of 

one of the assembled household, as all flocked 

together on the door steps listening to the 

T 2 
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retreating sounds of the carriage wheels with 
a species of hushed awe. 

" All done so sudden and softly — why it is 
hard to beUeve it is a mortal wedding, with 
its fuss, and flowers, and finery/' 

'* But it is one, all the same/' said another, 
sagely; "what does all that signify? — hark, 
to the bells beginning to ring. What a pair 
they are ! Colonel D'Orville, I never saw a 
gentleman or nobleman like him-^-and, as for 
Miss Blanchci the Colonel's wise to lose 
no more time, oi he never would have 
had her. She was slipping fast through 
his fingers, getting more spirit-like every 

day/' 

" Well, she'll do now,*' Blanche's friend, 

the nurse, responded, with knowing em- 
phasis; "it is a strange world this! But 
come, I must be ofi^ to my children, precious 
beauties — their turn will be coming next — a 
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pair of lovely brides they'll make, both of 
them." 

The clergyman now made his exit, returning 
the respectful greetings of the assembly with 
rather awkward shyness. His departure was 
the signal for a dispersion ; and soon the steps 
were cleared and the hall vacated. 

In about an hour, after another little bustle 
occurred, the London physician and Mr. 
Townsend both being under the necessity of 
taking their departure ; and by the time 
evening was set in, Roselands was restored 
to the quiet solemnity which had been so 
critically interrupted. 

Henry lay as one past danger, but still 
suffering the mortal weakness of a long and 
dangerous illness ; Miss Rachel watching 
in his chamber: Nita resting in that now 
hushed and silent room, whose walls had so 
lately echoed with the solemn words of the 
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marriage service. And still, as Nita lay there 
in the gloom, she seemed to hear them — 

'^ So long as ye both shall live.'' 

'' Tin death MS do part:' 

Why did these tones linger in her ear, and 
fill her mind with a vague though melan- 
choly pleasure, communicating a sense of 
pe^e, of hope, and rest ? — 

"So long!" Yes, might that "so long" 
be even to old age ; — '* till death,*' might she 
never see that day, was Nita able still to 
pray with truest fervour, ere she slept the 
sleep of excessive fatigue, for the two happy 
beings who had heard those words applied to 
them that day, and yet who could anticipate 
with firm spiritual hope and trustfulness the 
beyond, the after. 

It is not often, but to minds of a peculiar 
stamp, and in the peculiar stages of their 
mental history, that such elevated ideas con- 



\ 



COUSIN HABBY, 279 

nect themselves Witk the words in question, 
and that their limited, contracted, temporal 
significance is overpowisred, by anything be- 
yond the sense of the irrevocable, the per- 
petual—which lies upon their surface, and 
which has made this life appear to many but 
a broken fragment of a dream,— a sorrow^ 
ful, unsatisfactory waste of the pure and the 
beautiful, yet, never to be satisfied desires. 

But when those solemn words, " so long " — 
" till death," strike the listeners diflTerently, 
when they carry their thoughts past the grave 
and gate of death, and open out a glimpse of 
future happiness, in which purified human 
affections are stiU no banished ingredients— to 
those who have fallen short of their earthly 
destinies, who feel that their hearts have here 
below been often torn, or their dearest hopes 
crushed by disappointment, mortifications, and 
wounded affections, — to minds thus impressed. 
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the erected head, the eye in which faith so 
brightly gleams, for ever after testify that 
no false dream nor voice of imagmation has 
whispered to their ear the soothing, blessed 
promise of '^destiny not missed, but post- 
poned," — the " might have been" merged into 
the '' shall be," the lost into the found, for 
ever. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



One of the tasks Nita had undertaken was, 
to explain how matters now stood to Sir 
Herbert Loftus, to whom they felt no small 
degree of apology as well as explanation was 
due. — Blanche having been worked upon by 
the influence of her brother's diseased fancy 
to view things somewhat in the same strong 
light, and to acquiesce in the call made upon 
her, to sacrifice her own hopes and feelings 
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with regard to her engagement with Harry, 
in order to secure that after happiness for 
her cousin and Nita, as compensation for 
the past misery he had brought upon 
them. 

Henry had even gone so far as to inform 
the Baronet of his sister's readiness to think 
better of his former proposals. 

Sir Herbert's answer was, as might have 
been expected, everything that was gentle- 
manly and considerate, though evidently it 
was no light disappointment, the final ex- 
tinction of the sweet hope which had been 
rekindled in his breast. 



Blanche had thrown light on other things 
during the last day or two. 



COUSIN HAKEY. 283 

She had suspected all along that her bro- 
ther was under the influence of a clairvoyant 
when alone with her in London. These con- 
sultations had naturally greatly increased the 
nervous excitement under which he was then 
suffering. 

However vague and equivocal the infor- 
mation he received^ it was sufficient for a 
weak and imaginative mind to twist into im- 
portant significauce, and that his own death, 
in order to make way for the happiness of 
his wife and cousin, was a doomed as well as 
desirable event. 

With such monomaniacal force did this con- 
viction impress itself on his fancy, that he con- 
fidently stated to Blanche that the reappear- 
ance of Harry amongst them was to be the 
signal of his removal ; that the words which 
bad suggested themselves to him on first 
approaching Roselands—*'' Spring must come 
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before the summer/' had been quoted and 
adopted by the London seeress to his pre- 
sent case in their fuller significance. So 
tenaciously did this conviction take posses- 
sion of his mind, that it was evidently with 
a certain degree of surprise and disappoint- 
ment that he heard of the arrival of Colonel 

D'Orville in England, and, with regard to 
himself, so little prospect of his prediction 
being fulfilled. 

He had told Blanche that evening, after 
Sir Herbert's arrival, that he felt an un- 
accountable, indescribable sensation, which 
seemed to warn him some great crisis had 
approached, conjured her to keep firm to 
her promise, inferred in the letters he had 
addressed to Nita and Harry, gave her the 
key of the desk which contained it, and took, 
whilst she was sitting with him, some drops 
out of a small antique-looking phial, which 
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an Indian, he i^aid, bad given him as pos- 
sessing wonderful soothing effect upon the 
mind. 

He seemed once or twice to be praying 
fervently, his hands cladped together, and his 
eyes uplifted. 

The phial had been found afterwards under 
his pillow. It was a narcotic, evidently one 
of those used by the orientals, for the easier 
inducement of their inward or somnam- 
bulic states, and this artificial means had, 
probably, in his peculiar state, greatly as- 
sisted the natural causes which rendered 
the present subject susceptible to the crisis 
which followed. 

Henry continued for some days in a state 
of such weakness^ that alarm on his account 
was not entirely abated. 

Nita, however, determined to support alone 
all the anxiety, rather than disturb the peace 
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of the newly-married pair, and therefore kept 
the worst from them. 



After a few days' sojourn at , they pro- 
ceeded to London, where imperative business 
required Colonel D'Orville's presence. 

They would fain have preserved the strictest 
incognito, but this hasty, special Ucence mar- 
riage, a piece of presumption on the part of 
those poor cousins D'Orville, which had ex- 
cited the animadversions of Lady Mulcaster, 
and created no small degree of interest 
in the minds of many of the party, made 
them marks for speculation and curiosity, 
which brought them into most unwelcome 
notice. 

Blanche had always been a great favourite 
amongst many in London, and the gallant 
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Colonel D'Orville was an object of much ad- 
miration and interest. They were, therefore, 
not allowed to remain long perdu, and their 
retreat being unfortunately discovered, the 
bride was startled one morning, during Harry's 
absence,^ by the entrance of her cousin Robert, 
his wife, and sister Isabella ; the latter full of 
curiosity to hear all about the sudden marriage, 
which, on Sir Herbert's account, had rejoiced 
her heart not a little. 

Blanche was glad of the diversion from 
graver subjects, which was soon afforded, by 
the fact she let out, of having no trousseau, 
which immediately excited the commiseration 
and astonishment of her friend, and drew 
forth many kind offers of assistance from Lady 
Adelaide in the matter. 

• 

Robert was condescendingly indulgent as to 
the matrimonial proceedings of his cousin; 
the exclusion of their influential relations, and 
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friends, from the ceremony, was certainly a dis- 
advantage, and rather irregular ; but he made 
allowance for circumstances. All then^ produced 
presents for the bride, and shortly after, Lady 
Mulcaster called ; so, with the London rela- 
tions, matters progressed satisfactorily, and 
the bride and bridegroom soon gladly escaped 
from the Metropolis to pay a farewell visit to 
Roselands before they left for the continent. 

Colonel D^Orville had for many reasons de- 
cided on quitting England for a year, when 
comfortably assured of the restoration of 
Henry to health. 

Nita had prepared them for finding the in- 
valid not as yet completely restored. 

His memory, which in a case of this kind 
generally suffers, had not yet recovered its 
natural state and tone. It seemed either 
dimly conscious, or reluctant to realize what 
had occurred to him, and to have little link 
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with circumstances or events previous to his 
state of somnambulism. 

Even when the marriage of Blanche and 
Harry was gently broken to him, the fact 
seemed to impress him with little interest. 
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S90 GOUSIH HARBY. 



CHAPTER XX. 



It was on a summer evening, when Harry 
was reclining on a bench in the garden, to 
vtrhich he was always supported at that hour, 
that Nita left him to receive the travellers, 
whose carriage she had heard approaching 
the hall door. 

The old, familiar touch — the tones of 
clear, manly voice, which had never failed in 
other days to inspire strength and comfort in 
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his weakest states of body or of mind, again 
seemed to act with the power of electricity 
on the invalid, and the veil which had ob- 
scored his faculties was rent. 

" Harry 1" he exclaimed, and in that one 
word, how much was contained. 

" Henry, my dear fellow, you are better.*' 

" Better — ^yes, I shall, indeed, be better now. 
And you have really come from India ? I saw 
you before, I beUeve ? Oh, yes, I remember ; 
and Blanche — is it true what Nita tells me ? 
Pray sit down, I have been in a strange state 
for some time. I can scarcely distinguish 
dreams from realities ; but you shall tell me 
aU, Harry." 

Harry did so, and the listener heard from 
him the whole story, silently to the end, then 
said in a broken voice— 

'' You did well to treat me as a madman, 
as I really have been, virtually speaking, for 

u 2 
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some years. I hope sincerely I shall give no 
more trouble in future. This trance, of which 
I speak, has been a crisis, I feel. It was very 
strange," 

And then he talked of his experience du- 
ring the state— the recollection of which, as 
by a flash of light, seemed to have been 
brought back to his mind ; but from that day 
forward, even to his wife, he shrank from 
dwelling upon, or even mentioning the subject. 

But now he said, " I was conscious, most 
of the time, of everything about me, only at 
first I seemed transported far away to some 
delightful sphere, of which I will tell you more, 
some other time. But do you know when 
I appeared dead to all around me, I beUeve 
that if Nita had only kissed me, it would have 
destroyed the power which enthralled my 
senses — but, Harry, she did not once press 
her lips upon my cold brow — and yet, God 
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bless her 1 I never shall again doubt her love, 
but shall receive all the generous, noble affec- 
tion she bestows upon me gratefully, as un- 
questionably more — a thousand times more 
than I have deserved. I shall endeavour in 
future, if it pleases God to restore me to 
health, to make her life happier than it has 
hitherto been, from my folly — my mad- 
ness But, Harry, bring Blanche to 

me. Happy girl! I expect to see her 

quite transfigured ; but stay — let me lean 

upon your arm, and we will go and find 
them— I feel I can do anything now, I hear 
their voices at the nursery window. Here we 
are again, like vine and oak — how wonderfully 
strong I feel this evening. 



And in the nursery the whole family were 
assembled; for there Blanche — the smiling, 

u 3 
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blooming Blanche— was found with Nita and 
the little ones ; her own peculiar pet, Netty, as 
she used to call her, with the true D'Orville 
fairness, once more resting in her arms, to be 
now transferred to Harry's, as she flew, all 
tears and smiles, into her brother's embrace, 
" Truly they looked like a family of. angels, 
as they stood there clustering together/' So 
declared the old nurse, when afterwards de- 
scribing the reunions she had witnessed. " That 
noble Colonel D'Orville standing in the midst, 
so strong and manly-looking, yet holding that 
sweet baby in his arms gently as a woman ; 
and oh ! such a kind, beautiful expression in 
his eyes, as if he felt they all of them be- 
longed to him. And there was my young 
master, how pleasant to see him in the nursery 
once more, and he, lifting up his beautiful pale 
face again quite bravely, and saying smiling 
things to his sister Blanche, the fairest, sweet- 
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est bride I ever set eyes upon. And then my 
lady ! I never could describe how she looked 
standing by the Colonel, her eyes radiant virith 
happiness. Not common happiness, exactly — 
something much greater ; and Miss Rosa, she 
had got hold of her mamma's hand, but was 
looking at, and listening to her father. It is 
wonderful how fond the child is of her father, 
the bright, little beauty ; and the dear, good. 
Miss Rachel — she was there somewhere, smil- 
ing so happily, saying all sorts of kind, hearty 
things ; in short, one and all, I never saw such 
a party — so good — so happy, and so beautiful 
in their several ways; and so, please God, 
they will continue to the end of their lives, 
and with his blessing upon them, be a thou- 
sand times more happy when they die." 

" Quite good and happy to the end of their 
Uves." 

So has ended many a pleasant story of our 
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infancy. We have learnt, however, by expe- 
rience that such things, according to the usual 
acceptance of those words, are not for this 
world's realization, that there can be no such 
thing as perfect goodness, or perfect happiness 
for mortal man or woman. 

But there is a happiness even here below, 
which the world, with all its cares and sor- 
rows, cannot take away ; for in its happy 
influence, religion, or a filial compliance with 

the will of God, includes *'the whole of man.'* 
It is self-contained felicity, and such happi- 
ness we may, without presumption, hope was 
the future portion of this reunited family. 

But Cousin Harry, with all his faith, and 
hope, and love for others, was too wise, after 
past experience, to yield at once to Henry's 
earnest entreaties, that they should all remain 
together ; — ^he kept to his previous determina- 
tion of taking Blanche abroad. 



COUSIN HARRY. 297 

And at the end of six months the D'Or- 
ville Stanleys joined them, and a few more 
pleasant months were spent together in Italy. 

At the end of that time they all returned 
to England, and soon after, a little " Cousin 
Harry" was pressed to Blanche's heart, and a 
son and heir was also welcomed at Rose- 
lands. 

So happy are they all now, that it Is a 
favourable moment to leave those whom we 
have accompanied for a few years of their 
chequered pilgrimage; and with the sincere 
hope that the important crisis, which we some- 
times mark in the history of families or indi- 
viduals, has really occurred, and that we 
may trust no bitter discordant elements 
will again disturb their peace, no cloud of 
doubt or distrust again obscure the general 
happiness. 

Harry, as the second year of his stay in 
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England approached its dose, began to talk of 
preparations for his return to India. 

This all maintained, was quite impossible — 
they must not go. 

Blanche glanced at the babe at her bosom, 
thought of the few years to come, when, like 
other Indian exiles, she would have to send her 
child away. 

A spasm of pain passed over her sweet face, 
but she looked at her husband, and smiling, 
fkintly said — 

" If Harry thinks it right, we must go/' 

Mr. Townsend was written to. He came 
like a hurricane amongst them, and fumed at 
the idea— -offered Colonel D'Orville the part- 
nership in his house of business, which Henry 
had relinquished, and which he challenged 
him to refuse, on the score of incompatibility, 
at his peril. 

When Harry still hesitated, the old gen- 
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tleman took the obdurate Colonel aside, and 
a few words placed the ojffer in a different 
point of view. 

Mr. Townsend demanded, as a father from 
his son, the aid of his heir^ to assist him in a 
business which was becoming daily too arduous 
for his years. 

" So you can't get out of it, sir — ^not a word 
more — throw up your appointment and do 
your duty in another sphere.*' 

So Cousin Harry, pale with grateful emotion, 
was led back to his anxious friends, who saw 
at once, by Mr. Townsend's countenance, that 
the victory was won. 

"Now, Mrs. Blanche, it rests with you. 
He says he puts it into your hands— Come, go 
or stay ?" 

Blanche looked at her boy and then at 
Harry, then murmured, " Oh, Harry ! 
stay." 
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And Rosie cried more impetuously — " Oh, 
Cousin Harry, stay !'' 

And the cousins are now both in Parliament, 

working hard for their country's welfare— no 

idle loiterers— each are shining lights in their 

different degrees ; and in a course of earnest, 

healthfid action, and honourable duty, Henry 

D'Orville Stanley is again cheered on, and 

strengthened, by the friendship and noble ex- 

ample of Cousin Harry. 



THE END. 
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